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Summary


A few chapters of "Just This Night" from Sabine’s POV.


Notes


Resuviol suggested writing a spinoff of "Just This Night"from Sabine’s POV, and I really liked the idea. Turns out I actually misunderstood the idea and decided to retell the story in mostly narrative form from her POV, with an additional scene or two not in the original story. By the time I realized, whoops, that wasn't the idea proposed to me, I'd already started writing and was enjoying it. So, I just went with it. :) I’m also hoping to write some more with this storyline and continue on from where it left off (but stopping before “Jedi Night.” While I believe the episode would be good for relationship development, I don’t really want to delve into anything dark. It’s so heartbreaking anyway. Like, my family temporarily banned me from rewatching S4 because of it.). Only problem is I don’t actually have a plot for that yet, as the plot is already completely covered in the show. It would have to be something separate. If I can’t think of anything soon and it’s really holding me up, I’ll have to move on to the other thing I wanted to do, which is a piece after the end of the series. Also, there’s something to be said about their relationship just starting to bloom and it being completely cut short by the war. There’s plenty of good ground to go over with that, so I may just scrap the idea of a Lothal fic entirely. Who knows!


See the end of the work for more notes
Chapter 1
Chapter Summary


Starts during chapter 3 of the original fic, after Ezra tries to talk to Sabine about what happened at the prison with the interrogation, and she refuses.


The Darksaber. She’d shut him out then, too. But she couldn’t, couldn’t talk about this. Not now, not with him, maybe not ever.


It made sense, of course. Shared trauma and all that. But she’d failed. She was a failure.


She didn’t like being a failure.


Hera and Kanan hadn’t come out and said she was, but they didn’t need to. Sabine had no idea how much she’d given away to Cassell under interrogation at the prison, and the worry ate at her. What if she’d revealed the location of the base? How many secrets had she given up?


She banged her fists against the wall of her cabin, tears brimming her eyes and teeth gritted. She knew she shouldn’t shut her family out – least of all Ezra, who was only ever trying to help, and what was more, had been there with her through all of it.


When she hung her head, the tears coursed out.


Maybe I should. Just a five-minute talk. It’ll make him feel better. Knowing I’m okay. It would be for him, not me.


But that wasn’t true, and she knew it wasn’t. Over the years, Ezra had morphed from an awkward street kid with a smart mouth and a sugar pop crush to…something else. Now, Sabine relied on him more and more, and more than anyone else. He had somehow become her closest friend, the person she most trusted with her life. A person she respected. Her equal.


A partner.


He still had a smart mouth. He was still occasionally awkward. Whereas before she’d found it irritating and something to only get in her way, as he’d grown in his powers and maturity she’d come to find the contrast somewhat endearing (if a bit amusing at his expense). He could perform these impossible feats, defying physics and gravity and every law she knew about the universe, touching a mystical energy field she couldn’t hope to ever explain or understand, and yet he still managed to trip over his own two feet or the occasional crate and had a habit of misplacing his toothbrush on an alarmingly regular basis due to his tendency to walk around the ship with it in his mouth. It all highlighted the curious fact that he was, at the end of the day, just a normal teenager like her.


She should talk to him.


She didn’t.


Sabine didn’t talk to Hera or Kanan, either. Instead, when the Ghost landed on Yavin 4, she hefted her small duffel and marched straight to her quarters.


Alone.


Just how she liked it.


The Spectres hadn’t been on Yavin 4 long, but it had been long enough to be given room assignments. Ezra and Zeb had been put together (to much protest and bickering and a request from Ezra to room with Kanan, who had given a flimsy excuse as to why he couldn’t. Ezra had pressed the issue until Sabine slapped her own forehead and steered him away. He could be so clueless sometimes.). Thing was, usually being alone brought Sabine solace, but this time, it didn’t feel right. At the very least, she should check in on Ezra to see how he was feeling about what had happened at the prison. It wasn’t fair of her to shut him out to the point that he couldn’t come to her.


He wasn’t hard to find. (He never was.) Meditating at the edge of the jungle, he kneeled as still as a statue. Sabine slowed her steps, taking him in: the stillness, the peace, the gentle way his shoulders rose and fell with each breath. The local wildlife had emerged to be near him, typical for these moments. Sabine had heard Kanan say once, early on during Ezra’s Jedi training, that each Jedi had his or her own particular gift or area of Force affinity they leaned towards.


What’s yours? Ezra had asked.


Kanan hadn’t answered.


Ezra’s gift had turned out to be his great kindness and compassion for living things. More than once, Sabine had seen him scurry to rescue a bug she had been about to squash. He’d gone out of his way on missions to free a trapped animal or unite a mother with her young. Animals came willingly to him, sought him out, loved to be around him.


He was incredibly good, and capable of so much good.


It was comforting, she realized, when she opened up to him. She so rarely did, but he’d seen chinks in her armor occasionally and always supported her through them. What she always forgot was how much better she always felt, how soothed. Ezra had a very peaceful presence, much like Kanan, though obviously the older Jedi stayed calm far more. But Ezra was learning. He was getting there.


It wasn’t until he took her hand and placed it against the trunk of the tree that Sabine remembered that she’d left her gloves back in her quarters – because he’d done the same. The shock of his skin against hers, smooth, soft, warm, hit her in a way that instantly made her feel embarrassed. She chanced a quick glance at him to see if he was similarly affected, but whatever he felt, it didn’t show on his face. However, to her, his expression did seem carefully blank and intensely focused, his eyes on their hands. His pressed over hers. Palm to back, fingers to fingers.


The spell broke, and he dropped her hand. She still felt the residue of his touch on her skin, and she wondered if this were some kind of Force thing. He wouldn’t put anything in her mind, she knew, but something about this night, about what they’d been through together, him coming to her afterwards and then knowing when to back off…being out here it did make her feel connected to life, as he’d said.


Then she tripped. Over one of those stupid…monkey creatures. Woolamanders, he’d called them. She lost her footing as the animal screeched in indignation and scampered away. Her body carried her sideways, right into Ezra, who caught her in his arms as she finished falling and pinned him against another tree. It was a reflex – certainly they’d grabbed each other any number of times during missions – but off mission, Ezra studiously kept his hands to himself. Sabine punched him a fair number of times – he even deserved it most of the time – but otherwise she was hands off, too. She’d never been a particularly affectionate person anyway.


This close to him, though, in the stillness and peace of the Yavin 4 jungle with no war raging overhead, no stormtroopers bearing down, no blaster bolts, Sabine could take a moment to focus on the feel of him. His arms wrapped completely around her, probably holding her tighter than was strictly necessary, but that might just be nerves. She remembered being in this position with him before, on Mandalore, with her jetpack, and she’d been pressed up against him before in a literal tight spot on missions, but this…this didn’t feel like that. This felt different. Having him this close in the privacy of the jungle, she was finally able to look at him, really look at him. Gone was the softness of youth and inexperience, replaced by maturity and the toll of war.


Sabine suddenly felt overwhelmed by the desire to push further past those changes, to know him differently. She reached up, bold, to his cheek, to brush her fingertips lightly across the double scars there. A muscle jumped almost imperceptibly under her touch – was he self-conscious about the marks? He watched her, letting her touch him, letting her take the lead.


Her hand slid around to the back of his head. She knew what she was going to do, what chance she was going to take.


“I hate your hair short,” she said.


“What?” he replied in surprise.


Sabine didn’t answer. Instead, she forged ahead like any self-respecting Mandalorian would do, leaning into him as she pulled his face to hers. His lips were soft but unyielding. She’d caught him by surprise. He completely locked up, the normal teenager pushing its way to the front and the Jedi warrior dissolving behind it. Sabine smiled a little as she parted from him, her eyes still closed.


“Okay?” she asked.


Ezra had been pining after her for a good two and a half years but had buried all that away in recent times. Whether he felt the same about her now as he used to, she didn’t know. Things had shifted so much, and only once in a while did potential feelings show through.


But his sputtering response to her question was answer enough. He needed to stop talking, and she told him as much.


Sabine moved her hands to cup his face. His cheeks were hot beneath her touch. Was he blushing? She gave him time to adjust to kissing her. Finally, what felt like forever later but couldn’t have been longer than a few seconds (maybe she was nervous, too), Ezra’s arms readjusted around her, tightening, holding her closer. She let him, her focus almost completely on the sensation of his lips against hers, soft, smooth, sweet. Neither of them had done this before – she knew that – and the knowledge made her…happy? It was exhilarating, in a way, being his first, and he being hers. That he hadn’t experienced this with anyone else, any other girl, gave her a thrill.


Sabine didn’t allow herself much time for idle thought. It was pointless and a waste of time, and further, there was always something more important to think about. Kissing, physicality, anything and everything in that realm were all off limits to her with a war going on. It wasn’t something she usually allowed herself to think about. But she knew loneliness when she felt it, and she knew the pull Ezra had on her even though they’d always just been friends. As time had passed, though, their friendship had deepened so much that she wondered at times what it would be like. All that was really missing at this point was a physical component to tilt it from platonic into romantic. It was a hard call for her, because as things had changed, the risks had gone up. The thought of sharing a small ship with someone who had rejected her scared her out of ever trying to change things. She also didn’t have a great track record with relationships – of any sort. Her family, Ketsu… They’d all been repaired, but she wasn’t eager to hurt the person who meant the most to her.


It was fear, basically, that had kept her in a holding pattern. Fear, and the feeling that she didn’t need it, that what they had was enough, that it was unnecessary. No one ever died from lack of touch, right? And if she ever needed a hug (which she didn’t), Hera and Kanan were always handing them out. Not everyone needed those things. Sabine didn’t need to be hugged, she didn’t need to be kissed, she didn’t need to be touched, she didn’t need to be held, she didn’t need anything further.


But sometimes, she wanted it.


And tonight, she wanted more, and she allowed herself to want more. Ezra was safe and someone whose hands she could put herself in, who wouldn’t hurt her or let anyone else hurt her. She trusted him fully, completely, with everything, with all of her. With her life. And with this small act now, she was trusting him with a bit of her body, too.


What would it be like, she wondered, to trust him with all of it?


There was no one else in the entire galaxy she would trust more than him, and he was someone she could see being in her life till the end, one way or another.


The thought just made her kiss him harder.


When she pulled away and leaned her head against his chest, her lips tingled and tasted of him, his breath in her mouth. Her nose was full of the flora of the jungle, recent rain, and him. He breathed out, a gentle sigh, and rested his cheek on her head.


There was something unfurling inside her now that scared her, a path she wasn’t sure she wanted to go down. It was as if that small physical connection to him had sparked something larger within her that had laid dormant her whole life, something that connected to him on a level she didn’t know existed and couldn’t put into words. It was as scary as it was exhilarating, and she wondered if his heart beating rapidly beneath her ear – as fast as hers, no doubt – meant he felt the same thing.


Chapter 2
Chapter Summary


The night in Sabine's quarters.


Ezra was much quieter than usual at dinner, saying very little except for a quick exchange with Zeb at the food line. Hera asked if he was okay, and in a way, Sabine wondered about that, too. Could she really have that much of an effect on him? She could stay cool about this, but she wasn’t so sure about him. Zeb, though, was already on her nerves, making her bristle, and she threw out her meal before she was finished with it. Whatever this was, it was so new right now, so tender and fragile, and she didn’t need someone like Zeb crashing into it full-throttle and wrecking whatever tentative thing she and Ezra were trying to figure out here.


She saw the worry on Ezra’s face when he caught up to her outside the mess.


I’m not rejecting you, she wanted to say, but those weren’t the kind of words she used. I just can’t take flak from Zeb on top of everything else right now.


She said what she could, and it seemed to help.


As they walked away from the mess, Ezra following her, she felt unbalanced now, needing to reclaim some of what they’d shared before. She didn’t want him to go, not just yet, not when she felt more open to him, more receptive.


She wouldn’t mind the company, either.


The darkness of the prison still sat heavy on Sabine’s mind, something she still hadn’t worked through yet. This would be her first night by herself since being interrogated, without any of the other Spectres nearby, and when it came down to it…she didn’t want to be alone to face those memories.


She wanted Ezra with her right now.


She didn’t think any further than that.


But he was nervous…he was so nervous, and it was sweet how nervous he was, and every time he touched her, it grounded her again, sparked something inside her, so that she felt a need, more and more, to be close to him, to touch him again. She had told him to stay on the floor, and she’d meant it, but…there was room in the bed, and what harm could it do? To spend one night – just this night – in each other’s arms, painting over the trauma of the prison with the memory of this warmth, erasing and rewriting it.


So she left space for him, to do with as he wished. An open invitation. His choice.


He took it.


Sabine quickly grew uncomfortable in the bunk, having him pressed against her, feeling the heat and strength of his body, hearing his breaths go in and out. She squirmed, feeling trapped in a way that wasn’t unpleasant, but was more…confusing. She felt trapped between what she wanted to do, what chance she wanted to take, and what she felt like she should do, which was to walk away and not risk anything. His light touches to her face this night, reverent, gentle, showed her how he truly felt, like she was something fragile and beautiful in his hands that he took great care with. As she kissed him, as she moved him to where she wanted him, nervousness crept into her own body. She didn’t, after all, really know how he would react.


He followed her lead, though. She guided his hand to the bare skin of her waist, and on his own, he moved his hand up. Sabine reached for the bottom of his shirt, and he dipped his head so she could take it off. When she quickly removed her own before she could lose her courage, his breath stopped, and he said her name. Checking in with her.


She wanted to look at him. Touch him. See the things she’d never seen before. He watched as she did, her hand running down his chest.


Sabine popped open the closures on his pants with more confidence than she felt, and she checked in with him now. “Okay?” she asked, just like she had in the jungle. She realized with dawning certainty that he would do anything, anything for her, but she wasn’t going to take this away from him if it was not what he truly wanted. And he wouldn’t just go for it because he had the opportunity; he would certainly pass it by if he didn’t feel right about it.


Sabine held her breath while she waited for his answer. His eyes met hers, and her expression faltered. While she somehow knew that they could stop now and things would be okay between them, she also knew how fragile their new stance was with each other and how easy it would be to break it. She didn’t want to do anything, take any misstep, that might mess it up.


But he answered just like she hoped he would. Like she, deep down, knew he would. “Yes,” he said, and she smiled before she kissed him again, relieved, happy, nervous, excited…


They took it slow, helping each other with each remaining item of clothing until nothing remained. The room was mostly dark save for a bit of safety lighting in a far corner. Sabine felt a flash of shyness and wondered if Ezra felt the same way. The covers had slipped down to his waist, but he hadn’t touched her much, even though he had permission to. And if he wanted to stop even now, that was fine, too. She knew him well enough to know that he wouldn’t press, wouldn’t push her. In truth, he was probably far more nervous about this than she was.


There was no specific word or signal, just a break in the slow, deep kissing, where their eyes met and Sabine touched her forehead to his – a silent signal of her own. Then he spoke, when he’d been so uncharacteristically silent.


“What about, um,” he said. “Are you… Should I…should I get something…?”


It was mature of him to ask – proof that he was still willing to turn back, and furthermore, that he was watching out for her – and truthfully, not something that had crossed her mind to bring up because she’d been getting shots for years. Hera had always wanted her protected for any number of reasons and had always seen to it that her shots were kept up. She didn’t need another one for a while, so it hadn’t occurred to her. And it wasn’t like she was worried about diseases, as far as that part of protection went.


“No, I'm covered,” Sabine answered him. “One of the few perks of the Rebellion.”


Ezra’s relief was palpable, and he started rambling again. Sabine cut him off, wishing he could relax just a little. She knew he was enjoying this, but his nerves – the ever-present teenage part of him – were getting the best of him. He’d probably thought about this over and over in his mind dozens of times, never thought it would happen, and had built it up and feared he’d let her down now that it was actual reality.


Sabine, personally, could not have cared less about any of that. What she desired more than anything in this moment was just to be close to him, as close as she could be, to deepen their connection.


Ezra intertwined his fingers with her hand where it rested on the pillow near her face. His eyes were on hers, intent, and he spoke the moment she flinched. The discomfort, while an unusual feeling, wasn’t anything close to the worst pain she’d felt by far, and the wince had been unconscious. Still, it was enough to make him worry.


“Are you okay?” he asked. “I can stop. We don’t have to – ”


But that was the last thing she wanted. Already the feeling had begun to subside, and she consciously reminded her muscles to relax. That helped, too.


“No,” she said as she touched his cheek to reassure him. “I’m okay.”


Then something bizarre happened: the pain vanished completely, as if it had never been there at all. Just evaporated. (Had he used the Force on her?) With that gone, Sabine was able to relax further, to focus more on kissing him, on touching him, on feeling him. Her mind began to let go, her body taking over for her, muscles loosening and allowing her to enjoy it. For a bit it was slow, unhurried, but then pressure started to build in her head, something she was dimly aware of until it tugged almost all of her attention to it. She tilted her face away from Ezra’s onto the pillow, afraid he’d think she was hurting again when it was just the opposite. The feeling in her head wasn’t painful, just…weird.


Then suddenly, it shattered, and she gasped. She felt her mind open up and connect to Ezra’s, and everything he was feeling, physically, emotionally, came pouring out over the link, saturating her already oversensitive senses. Her eyes closed, and without warning, a tear formed and fell down her cheek. She felt, actually felt, Ezra’s alarm, the moment where he wondered if everything was okay and checked on her, and, finding nothing, he gently leaned down and kissed the tear away. His hand brushed her hair back as he touched his forehead to hers, and she could hear every one of his breaths. When his face went to the crook of her neck, Sabine wrapped her arms around him tighter, fingers sliding up through his hair and cradling his head, and another gasp escaped her, too, to see him like this, free and uninhibited, and to be the only one who had. She kissed his temple, her own heart beating hard inside her chest.


Once on their sides, Sabine brushed a bit of sweat away from his forehead. Yavin 4 was always hot and humid, and considering the circumstances… Then she curled up close to him, taking his hand again and interlacing their fingers.


He wanted to know if it had been okay. That he hadn’t hurt or disappointed her. That he was adequate.


She gave the wrong response and knew it immediately. When she told him it was “different,” he started closing himself off.


It was like getting caught in an undertow, she said. A good different, she meant.


He blushed at the explanation, perhaps taking it as a compliment, and said it must have been the Force. And that it was intense for him, too.


Soon after, they started to drift off to sleep, but not before Sabine said one final thing. Because she hadn’t really answered, and she didn’t want him to have any doubts.


“Ezra?”


“Hmm…” His eyes were closed, his chest rising and falling rhythmically. He sounded like he was about to pass out. The oxytocin high.


“I, um…I didn’t say…” Well, shavit, this was harder to say than she’d thought. It was so personal, so private, that even though it had to do with him, actually saying it aloud made her feel…shy. Again.


Ezra blinked open dazed eyes and looked up at her. “Whassit?”


“I wanted to say…yes. You asked me if it was okay. If I was okay. I am, and…yes. That was…that was nice.”


A blush blossomed on her face – she really didn’t like admitting feelings and stuff like that – but when he gave her a sleepy smile, her discomfort was all worth it.


“Oh,” he said. “That’s good. Me, too. I liked that. Being with you. Like that.”


“You, um…” Words and courage left her, and she tried to back away from it, but his eyes were on hers, and she couldn’t.


His arms tightened around her, and he hunched closer to her. “I what?” he asked quietly.


But she shook her head, unable for the moment to articulate the simple words she was trying to say. You felt good. Instead, she said, “Can I touch you?”


“Yeah.” His voice caught at the end of the word, and he swallowed. “You can touch me.”


All she wanted was to feel more of him, pieces of him she hadn’t gotten a chance to explore earlier. She ran her fingers down his arm and torso, everything she could reach while being held so close to him in the bunk. His skin was soft to the touch, warm, and he held very still, watching her hand trace him.


They didn’t need to say anything more, so she closed her eyes and tilted her head down to get comfortable again for sleep. It was so easy to forget, in private moments like these, how powerful Ezra truly was, how competent, how capable. When he was so sweet and innocent and boyish, when he still blushed at the thought of sex, and yet…and yet…


Did he feel this way about her, too? Did he see this dichotomy in her the way she saw it in him?


She had her answer as well to her question about what it would be like to put herself fully and completely in his hands. She hadn’t ever wondered with anyone else, at least not seriously. Ezra, as she’d expected, had taken care of her, been gentle, kind, and she trusted him even more now, and felt even more fondness and affection for him than she already did. He’d been considerate, placing her comfort and feelings above his own, so typical of him. Sabine was glad that this had happened, and that she had chosen him. Trusted him. With herself. With this.


She wished the night could stretch on forever, because tomorrow morning, the crew had to leave for another mission. Unfortunately, that meant they needed to get some sleep. Besides, Ezra was about to drop off anyway, so it didn’t matter what either of them wanted. They were both tired. Some days, she felt like she was always tired, despite being young. Tired of fighting, tired of war, tired of running for her life.


Maybe one day it would settle down.


Tomorrow would not be that day. At least, though, they had the peace of tonight.


Chapter 3
Chapter Summary


Sabine starts to adjust to their new relationship.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
It was odd, Sabine thought, waking to someone else in the bunk with her. Odd, but…comforting.


She didn’t want to admit it, but she liked it.


Her quarters had a small window, set high up on a side wall. Bright sunlight shone in, illuminating the room and everything within it. She and Ezra exchanged a quick conversation – he wouldn’t leave even though he probably should – and he went back to sleep while she stayed awake just a little longer and surveyed the mess they’d made of her usually neat room. She lay on the inside edge of the bunk toward the wall, but she’d still caught a glimpse of the floor and hoped she’d locked the door last night.


On the banged-up old chair near the door lay all their weapons, clumped together. Her braces, blasters, knives. His belt with holstered blaster and lightsaber. His shirt draped over the back of the chair. Boots, socks. Her armor on a crate next to the chair.


Then by the bunk, the most incriminating evidence: the rest of their clothes in discarded puddles. She felt shy about it suddenly, thinking about the inevitable moment when they’d have to get up and get dressed. She was comfortable with Ezra, but…not that comfortable yet that she wanted him to see her in all her glory. She thought he probably felt the same, too, given how they’d kept the covers up at their shoulders this morning. Last night had been mostly dark, with just the little safety light in the far corner. Enough to see a little bit, but not enough to get embarrassed about.


In time, she would be less shy, but for now, this was okay.


Sabine turned over in Ezra’s arms, her back to his chest, and he inhaled in his sleep, pulling her back against him and readjusting so that his body conformed to hers. Sabine didn’t pull away, but she also didn’t reciprocate as much as she should have – he was cuddling her quite aggressively, and it was going to take time for her to get used to having a romantic relationship that involved frequent touch (she knew with 100% certainty that he was going to touch her every single chance he got). It wasn’t necessarily that she disliked it; it was just a little uncomfortable for her, having grown up in a traditional Mandalorian household and being so independent. But she didn’t want to be unfair to Ezra, so she forced herself to relax in his embrace. His leg lay heavy over hers, his arm around her midsection holding her tight to him. He breathed evenly, and for a moment, she just listened to his breaths. Then she closed her eyes again.


Their alarms would go off soon enough.


 


Dressing proved less awkward than Sabine had feared. Ezra got dressed first while she kept her eyes closed for a few more minutes, wishing that she could go back to sleep and their time together could last longer. The bed sank as Ezra sat, and she opened her eyes again to find him turned toward her, his shirts in one hand.


“Thank you,” he said awkwardly. “For…asking me to stay. I hope you’re feeling better about what happened. At the prison.”


Sabine reached out and took his hand. “I am. But what about you?”


Ezra’s shoulders slumped, and he looked away. “I’m okay. It happened. Things turned out fine. Just trying to move past it.” He raised his face again, his eyes on her again. “Just more worried about you than anything else.”


“I’m okay,” she assured him, placing her other hand on top of his. “Really.”


He leaned down and kissed her lightly. “Okay,” he said. Then he stood from the bed and pulled his undershirt on. “I really should get going. I just have this feeling like someone’s going to stop by.”


“Yeah.” Sabine leaned over the side of the bed and started gathering up her clothing, pulling on the necessities. When she got out of the bed and crossed the room to dress in her clothes and armor, Ezra already had his shirt on and was buckling his holster.


When he caught sight of her, he stopped mid-action.


“You’re beautiful,” he said reverently, staring, unabashed. Sabine flushed and smiled in embarrassment as she gathered up her clothes.


“Stop,” she said, but the compliment pleased her.


Once they were both fully dressed, Ezra left first. His intuition turned out to be correct, as he ran right into Zeb. Unsurprisingly, they started bickering, and she wondered if Zeb had any clue about what was going on. It was a fifty-fifty chance he did. The crew had breakfast together and loaded up on the Ghost, then briefed. For her, it was easy to get back into mission mode and put the situation with Ezra in the back of her mind.


For him, it was much harder.


Outwardly, he didn’t seem too different, although she caught him glancing over at her a fair number of times, and he seemed distracted. Too, she could sense his jitteriness through their shared connection. It wasn’t like she suddenly had the Force now or anything; it was more like she could read him better, get a better sense or gut feeling about him.


They didn’t get a moment alone for hours.


She’d gone to get a drink in the galley, and he found her there (even odds that he was looking or hungry as usual). The Ghost’s galley was mostly open, almost in full view of the rest of the ship.


Still, it had a bit of a corner off to the side that was private.


He was worrying again. Worrying that she still didn’t really want him. He gave her an out again. It made her angry, that he couldn’t just accept this, that he couldn’t believe her or trust her with this, but before she could reply, Zeb walked in and ruined it. Ezra excused him and left, Zeb complained about Chopper’s cheating at dejarik (and Sabine gave him a few tips for how to get the sneaky little droid back), and then she returned to her own cabin. Her mind whirled with thoughts now that she didn’t have anything to focus on, and she needed to quiet it. She turned to the task of going through her paints, because that was easier than thinking about the difficulties of a blossoming romantic relationship out of a friendship in these circumstances. Ezra’s insecurities were a little frustrating for her to manage, even if she understood them. She knew him well enough to know that in time, he would move past them, but for now, he was probably going to be a little skittish. She had no other way of expressing how she felt or what she wanted – for them to be more – but he would just have to come to terms with it in his own time. At some point it would dawn on him that she wouldn’t have just made the choice she did last night carelessly or unthinkingly. After knowing him for so long, literally living with him, sharing years of her life with him, her home, her family, to just go and sleep with him…and have him be her first…


Sabine shook her head, jamming one of her paints into her crate. He had to know it meant something.


A knock sounded at her door, and she got up to open it. She knew that knock. Ezra updated her on the mission – he’d just come from seeing Hera – and they knelt to continue organizing her paints. As they worked in silence, she felt the tension in the air – a good tension that she’d felt yesterday afternoon and last night, and in recent months with him. The tension of anticipation, of wanting, of desire.


Then their eyes met, and the wire of tension between them snapped. In an uncharacteristically bold move, Ezra grabbed onto her waist and pulled her over to him, seating her on his lap and kissing her fiercely. She held onto his collar, kissing him back, surprised to discover that she had missed him, too, missed the physical part of him as much as the emotional part.


They’d figure it out. It was awkward and weird now, but they’d figure it out. Maybe they should’ve taken it slower, she thought in the back of her mind, and the thought made her want to laugh because yeah, probably. But everything had felt so right about last night, and it seemed the same for him, too.


“Sabine,” he said into her thoughts. “I don’t know how to tell you this…”


A spike of concern struck her, sharply contrasting with her sense that nothing was actually wrong. She didn’t get the gut feeling that there was anything bad between them, nothing like he was going to break it off. Still…


“What?” she asked. “Is it bad?”


“No, no, it’s…” He looked pained, like he felt bad about how he’d approached this. “It’s just that…” Whatever it was, she wished he’d just say it. “I love you.”


Well. She hadn’t been expecting that. But she couldn’t deny the pure joy it gave her, the way it warmed her from the inside out.


She also couldn’t deny that she already knew it deep down, either.


“I know you do,” she said as she hugged him.


Night came to the ship, and the crew retired to their quarters. Sabine fell asleep quickly, but her eyes opened again what felt like only a short while later.


Ezra. Unsettled.


She threw her covers back and left her room, headed for the galley. She found him there, making a sad excuse for a sandwich (the ship didn’t have much in the way of real food). Somehow, she startled him.


He couldn’t sleep. His disquiet woke her up.


He didn’t want to go back to fighting. He wanted more time with her. That sounded great, but an unattainable ideal right now. A fantasy.


“We’ll get time,” she said. “Here and there. And remember…this won’t be forever. Afterward, we can do what we want.”


And what we want is a future together. I want a future with you.


It surprised him, but it came as no surprise to her. She’d known for so long that he would always be in her life; she just didn’t know in what capacity. When they joked around on the ship, when she playfully shoved him, when they had each other’s backs on missions, she always thought they would just be friends forever, there for each other no matter what. Always. Then the shift happened, and she didn’t know when or how or why or where, but it had happened, and she’d still known he’d be there forever, she just hadn’t known exactly what that had meant.


Now she knew.


Basic had words for it. Boyfriend. Mate. Partner. Lover. None fit. Her language had words for it. Those didn’t fit, either. She didn’t have the right word for what Ezra meant to her, for what their relationship was. Those words seemed either too trivial or too generic.


Soulmate?


That fit a little more.


They settled onto a couch in the common room and snuggled up under a thick blanket, wordless. They didn’t need words right now, and that was another thing Sabine appreciated so much about their relationship. For as much as Ezra could talk, and talk way too much, he seemed to know now when to be quiet with her. Sure, he knew on missions as well, but when the teenage boy pushed itself to the front, he sometimes didn’t know when to stop.


She used to find it irritating. Now, she accepted it as just another part of him, something endearing and sweet and innocent about him when so much had been taken from him and ruined. He deserved it. He deserved some innocence.


He also, apparently, had a habit of screwing around with the Force when no one was looking.


Sabine laughed to herself, and he caught her. Mindlessly levitating objects helped him think, he said. And he was thinking it was okay if she didn’t love him back.


She looked away in shame. “I’m afraid to,” she said.


Ezra didn’t understand. He wouldn’t. It wasn’t in his nature. Not him, someone who was so loving, and who loved and cared with his whole heart and every fiber of his being. But her… Love scared her. The idea of giving oneself over so completely to someone else… She felt like she’d already taken the first step last night. She’d already given a large part of herself over to him that way. He’d cradled her then like he cradled her now.


At the end of the day, Sabine knew how she felt. She knew she resisted feeling more deeply. She couldn’t, wouldn’t, allow herself that. He had to know that last night was everything.


They adjusted to get more comfortable on the couch, and they closed their eyes. Just for a minute.


 


At some point, Ezra left briefly and came back. Sabine checked her chrono. Early morning. The crew would be up in an hour.


“Hera,” he said.


“Oh, no,” Sabine said, starting to get up.


“No, it’s okay. But we should get back to our own quarters.”


Sabine nodded and began to fold up the blanket. She tossed it onto the back of the couch and followed Ezra back to the cabins. They stopped at hers first.


“Well,” he said. “I guess I’ll see you in an hour or so. Then off on our mission.”


“Yeah.” She shrugged, clutching her elbows. “It’ll be good. Shoot some stormtroopers. Always good for the soul.”


“True.” He paused a moment, then reached out and squeezed her elbow. “See you later.”


“Later.” Ezra turned to leave. “Wait,” she said, and he turned back, came back to her. “Ezra, last night…”


“Yeah?”


Sabine gathered her courage, looking into his eyes as she did so. As usual, he waited, allowing her her time, ready to receive whatever it was she had to say.


“You have to know,” she finally said, voice quiet, “that that was… It was everything I couldn’t say. I wouldn’t have just…it wasn’t careless…”


He moved closer and took both her hands in his, clasping them between their chests. “I know what it meant,” he murmured. “It was the same for me, too. I wouldn’t have, either.”


Their heads were bent very close together now, lips a hair’s breadth apart. “Did you…have you…thought about it before?” she asked.


“Yes.”


“Me, too.”


A sudden crash and curse of “Karabast!” from the direction of Ezra and Zeb’s quarters jolted them apart. Their time was up. Ezra sighed and dropped Sabine’s hands.


“I don’t know what that was, but I’d better go,” he said. “I’ll see you for breakfast.”


“See you.”


She turned away, keying the opener for her room and watching him walk back to his. Zeb had apparently fallen back asleep by the time Ezra disappeared behind their door. As Sabine crawled back under her covers for another forty-five minutes of rest, she closed her eyes and thought back over the last twenty-four hours. Over everything that had changed.


Yes, she thought. It fit.


Soulmate.


Chapter End Notes
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-Sabine-


 


He wasn’t what she expected. But then, she hadn’t known what to expect. The trip back from the Unknown Regions had been mostly quiet. After five months of searching for Ezra, Sabine had so many questions for him, so much she wanted to say, but when she finally saw him…she could say none of it. Words fled her. All she could do was hug him tight, get him onto the shuttle with Ahsoka, and jet away from that Force-forsaken part of space as fast as possible.


He hadn’t talked about what had happened. Neither she nor Ahsoka pressed it.


Ahsoka had a calming presence, and Sabine had enjoyed – as much as she could – being around her while searching for Ezra. She hadn’t opened up to the Togruta much during those five months, feeling like if she did, the floodgates holding back all her emotions would burst and she’d admit everything she had been trying desperately to hold back. For almost five and a half years she and Ezra had been apart, and she’d occupied herself during that time by taking care of his people and his planet. It was her duty to him, and it was a good distraction.


The New Republic was currently based on Chandrila until plans could be made to retake Coruscant and establish a government in place of the Empire. When they landed, soldiers hurried Ezra off to debriefing, the ship still powering down behind them. Sabine looked behind her at Ahsoka, who rested her hand on her shoulder. “They want to know everything,” she said in her soothing voice. “He’ll be back again soon.”


Sabine nodded and clasped her elbows tightly in her hands, staring down at the floor of the hangar. “It’s different,” she said. “I didn’t expect it to be like this.”


“What did you expect of your friend?”


Friend. The word stung, but Sabine had the feeling Ahsoka was just being polite. Not prying.


It probably wouldn’t have stung quite so much if Sabine could have felt that Force connection to Ezra that she’d felt those precious few weeks they’d had together before he disappeared with the purrgil. When they’d reunited, she’d felt it a little, but…mostly he had been closed off. Deliberately.


“I guess…for things to just go back to normal,” Sabine admitted. “It’s stupid, I know. I’m not a kid; I should know better. I know people change, and whatever he went through… It can’t have been easy.”


“Sabine!”


She looked up to see Hera and Zeb running straight toward her.


“Is it true?” Zeb asked. “Is the kid back?”


Sabine nodded and palmed at her eye, which felt watery for some reason. “Yes,” she said, forcing her voice to sound strong. She cleared her throat. “Yes. The Council whisked him off to Force knows where, probably to some bunker to interrogate him for five days.”


Hera sighed. “I’m sure that’s not too much of an exaggeration. Is he doing all right?”


Sabine shrugged. “I guess? We didn’t talk much. He didn’t seem to want to.”


Hera nodded and clasped Sabine’s arm. “They’re going to watch him ’round the clock, but we’ll see him again soon. At least he’s home.”


She had a point, and Sabine’s heart lightened a bit. “Yeah,” she said. “You’re right.” She looked over at Zeb with a smile. “At any rate, I could use a bite to eat and some target practice. You game?”
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With the liberation of Mandalore at hand Sabine gets a little bit of a push to realise her true feelings and act on them


AU Ezra stays to help them liberate Mandalore, additional changes to be noted


Also to be clear these chapters are being written and then pretty much immediately posted, they will likely get fixed up w bit at some point, but for now it’s more about actually getting it out
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Ursa and Aldrich help
Krownest, House Wren Stronghold, Ursa Wren’s Family rooms


Sabine had been shocked when her mother had asked to see her after their latest battle. True enough it was not uncommon for her mother to speak to her, commonly taking the time out to discuss their strategy and plans for liberating Mandalore. But that was not why she had been summoned today, rather it seems her mother has affairs if a more personal nature on her mind and Sabine can’t help but think that her mother had finally lost it. That is the only way she could possibly be hearing what she is.


In an effort to prove that she wasn’t actually the one going insane Sabine asks her mother “what?!” With as much shock and confusion as she can muster


Ursa Wren however smiles first at her husband where he stands beside her and then at her daughter as she says “I said, your father and I believe the Bridger boy would make you a fine Riddur”


Sabine continues to stare blankly at her mother causing Ursa to continue in a semi exasperated tone “I mean really Sabine, the boy’s clearly in love with you and you haven’t shot him yet which is more than I can say for any of your previous suitors. Hell, that’s nearly enough of an endorsement in and of itself”


Still stuck in a metal loop caused by the thought of her mother not just trying to marry her off again, but to marry her to Ezra Sabine misses the chuckle her father releases as she says on autopilot “But he’s a Jedi”


Ursa rolls her eyes “indeed, and that might have been a problem had he not shown the heart of a true Mandalorian.” Then gesturing towards her Aldrich she says “hells he nearly saved your father singlehandedly. Truthfully he reminds me of your great-aunt Satine’s Husband Obi-Wan, he was a Jedi as well.”


This seems to jolt Sabine out of her mental loop as she asks “Duchess Satine was married to a Jedi!?” Shocked.


“Indeed,” Ursa confirms before continuing “at first it caused quite the stir as I am sure you can imagine. Then he managed to single-handedly stop an invasion and prove himself by killing...” Ursa trails off as Aldrich lays his hand on hers realising that she is getting distracted, instead she continues “the point I am trying to make is that it is clear that this boy loves you, and that whether or not you admit to it yet you feel the same.” Then intertwining her fingers with Aldrich’s she concludes “It doesn’t matter that he’s a Jedi, he has proved himself beyond a doubt these last few months fighting alongside us to free Mandalore. If you wished to marry the boy then I... we would support that, if not I understand that a Clan Kryze and Clan Onyo have both expressed interest in having him join their clans...”


This final statement seems to grab Sabine’s attention and ire as she says “they’ll steal my Ezra over my rotting corpse” before turning away from her parents and storming from the room.


As the door slams behind her Ursa looks to her husband and says “well that went about as well as it could have”


Aldrich chuckles as he says “indeed, although I’m not sure I would want to be in Bridger’s boots when she finds him. Did you really need to mention that part about clans Onyo and Kryze?”


This time it is Ursa’s turn to chuckle as she says “Aldrich, my love, our daughter may have gotten her artistry from you, but she definitely got my stubbornness. No this little push was necessary, otherwise she would continue to ignore her feelings, perhaps now she’ll actually do something about them”


The Training room
All things considered it doesn’t take Sabine long to find Ezra; However it is what she sees when she finds him that has her blood boiling. She finds Ezra in the sparring courtyard below the main stronghold facing off against a half dozen of her cousins as they battle back and forth, her cousins eager to test their mettle against the now legendary Jedi. But that is not what has her blood boiling, rather it is the audience that Ezra has attracted that sets her blood singing with anger. All around the room are scattered a large number of clearly love-struck and awestruck members of Clans Wren, Kryze and Onyo who seem extremely focused on the young Jedi.


Sabine doesn’t even register her anger, not truly, until Ezra seems to feel the surge of emotions through the bond they share and turns to focus on her. Behind him her cousins seek to take advantage of this seeming moment of distraction, but in true testament to his ever growing skill Ezra manages to keep them at bay all the while sending Sabine a lo of puzzlement and worry.


They remain like that a few moments as the others around them start to take notice before Sabine becomes aware of all the eyes now focussed on her and beats a hasty retreat, headed for the doors from which she entered.


Ezra for his part is torn, on the one hand he wants... no needs, to know what caused Sabine such distress, but at the same time he knows that Sabine needs her space and that if he follows her right now he is far from likely to get the response he desires. So instead he turns back to face his opponents and proceeds to highlight just why the Mandalorians had always held a healthy amount of respect for the skills of the Jedi despite their hatred by flattening all of Sabine’s cousins in less than a minute. Once the fight is over he quickly turns to help them up from where he had laid them out and makes his way over to where his Lightsaber and jacket lay beside the training area. Quickly he departs the room, not even taking notice of the multitude of stares that follow his every move.


Discussions with Ursa
Once Ezra leaves the room it takes him only moments to hone in on the rapidly moving signature of Sabine as she makes her way as fast as she can away from the stronghold and towards the nearby frozen lake. He can feel the tension and emotions rolling off her like a thunderstorm, and he quickly decides that he will give her a little bit of time and space before he follows.


Ezra knows that she is prone to bouts of temper that burn quickly and intensely before she can truly process whatever may be causing her reactions. He knows that in cases like this the best option is to allow her some space to sort through and vent her feelings while being there when she does eventually desire their presence. So instead of chasing after her he makes his way toward the kitchens and armoury first grabbing a couple of small boxes containing rations and some cold weather gear that he has the feeling they might need placing them in a pack.


As Ezra is making his way out towards the main doors pack over one shoulder he is brought up short as he turns the corner and nearly crashed into Ursa Wren. Quickly he straightens and says “my apologies Countess, I wasn’t watching where I was going”


Ursa looks at him a moment before catching on the pack slung over his arm quirking an eyebrow and asking “going somewhere Master Bridger?”


Ezra adjusts the pack unconsciously as he says “Sabine came by the training room earlier. However before I could speak to her she left and she seemed a little distressed, I’m going to go find her”


Ursa nods at this looking at him contemplatively for a moment before she says “very well, just, when you do find my daughter, bear in mind she is far more like me than either of us would like to admit and somethings can be difficult for her to say”


Ezra smiles at this as he recalls a few incidents over the last several years “believe me Countess, I’m aware of Sabine’s preference for actions over words, if she is ready to talk we will, if not I’ll be there until she is.”


This time it is Ursa that smiles as she says “you’re a fine young man Bridger” before turning and leaving Ezra standing alone mulling over their conversation.


Chapter 4
By the time he reaches Sabine, she has released most of her frustrations not the world around her. The once pristine wilderness is now marred by blaster and flamethrower burns as trees lay downed by the Lightsaber that Ezra had gifted her. As he approaches it is clear that she is exhausted, her body resting beside one of the felled trees. For now she is unaware of her surroundings, or the destruction she has wrought, but Ezra knows that when she does eventually come back to herself the artist within her will weep for the beauty she has destroyed.


Walking with loud steps to ensure she knows of his approach he steps toward her, before kneeling down next to her in the snow. As he settles beside her he takes the pack he has brought before pulling a large thermal blanket from within as well as a couple ration bars before offering her the bars and covering them both.


They remain like that for several minutes as Sabine turns the ration bar over and over again in her hands staring unseeingly towards the nearby lake. Eventually however Sabine finds her voice and starts “I spoke to my mother this morning...”


Ezra ‘hmms’ encouragingly and Sabine starts to self-consciously tear little pieces of wrapper off the ration bar as she continues “she was telling me about how you’d grown into a fine young man these last few months, how you would make someone a fine Ridduur”


Ezra takes a moment, whilst good, he is still not fluent in Mando’a due to the limited lessons he has received between battles. It takes him a few moments to realise that Sabine means spouse


By the time Ezra realises what she means Sabine has already continued, saying “she was telling me about how interested clans Kryze and Onyo were, how they wanted you for their own.” Then for the first time since he had arrived she looks at him “and it hurt, it hurt to think of one of them getting their hands on you, to think of them taking you away from me”


Ezra always intune with the living force around him nevertheless is shocked, so much so that all he can get out is a soft spoken “Sabine”


However before he can speak further Sabine is on her feet, the blanket knocked aside and the wrapper from her ration bar discarded as she unconsciously breaks bits off it letting them fall to the ground “no!” She exclaims tearing her helmet off to look directly at him “I need to say this, if I don’t I don’t know that I ever will.” She breathes deeply the. Continues “when she told me, it was like my world stopped spinning, and I realised I can’t live with knowing that I missed the chance to tell you how I really feel. So I went looking for you, but when I found you, you had all these admirers around you, and I realised, I don’t measure up, I can’t measure up...” this time she trails off as she looks away her arms coming up to hug herself as if to shield herself.


It’s this movement, the way she looks away, as if preparing to be struck down that sours Ezra into action. Moments later he is on his feet beside her, everything else forgotten as he moves to stand in front of her before tilting her head up until she has to look at him as he says “Sabine, if you think that any of those other people hold a candle to you, well you’ve lost it.”


This time it is Sabine’s turn to be struck speechless as she asks in a voice quaking with fear, and hope “Ezra” as if imploring the universe not to be messing with her this one time


Ezra smiles as he lays a hand on her cheek saying “Sabine, I’m not in love with any of those others, and I never could be. Ever since I stepped onto the Ghost my heart has been yours ni kar'taylir darasuum Sabine Wren (I love you Sabine Wren)”


There’s a moment where Sabine freezes at the words, as if unable to believe that she has hear what she did, but that moment is shattered as seconds later she is lunging at Ezra kissing him passionately as they fall into the snow. For the next several moments the entire world around them stands forgotten, the empire, the war, none of it matters, instead all that matters is the fact that Sabine finally has Ezra, and that he returns her feelings.


When they do eventually part to breathe Sabine can’t help but smile as she whispers “ni kar'taylir darasuum Ez’ika”


Chapter 5
The pair remain by the lake for several more hours, talking, and not talking as their emerging relationship takes form and cements itself. Eventually however they are forced to return to the stronghold as the supplies that Ezra had brought with him dwindle and prove to be insufficient against the ever growing cold that surrounds them.


As they make their way back the pair walk as if a weight has been lifted, and certainly one has. For Sabine the worry and fear she had felt earlier in the day, the feelings of inadequacy, and terror that she may have missed her chance have been shed. Instead she lays secure in the knowledge that for his part, Ezra has never considered another woman, and that somehow even after all this time, and even after countless rebuffals she still somehow holds the heart of the man beside her. Ezra for his part too feels as if a weight has been lifted, ever since he laid eyes on Sabine he has been a goner. Honestly he had feared that those first few years, filled with obnoxious flirting and poorly planned advances had doomed any chance he had with the woman he loves. But now, now he knows that she actually returns his feelings, that she likes him just as much as he adores her and the crushing weight of hopelessness has faded leaving him lighter in step and happier than he has been in years.


When they eventually do make it back to the stronghold they are unsurprised to find more than a few of Sabine’s clan waiting for their return, however, where as before they may have been greeted by blasters and suspicion they are instead greeted with welcome and teasing. Several of the Mandalorians quickly spot the way they walk hands intertwined and in moments the news is spreading throughout the hall, some that had hoped to gain the attention of one or both of them groan in disappointment however it is the far larger number that let loose a barrage of wolf whistles and catcalls at the couple causing both to blush heavily.


As they step further into the great hall they are greeted by Aldrich, Ursa and Tristan waiting for them. Ursa and Aldrich smile down on them with approval however it is the mischievous look in Tristan’s eyes that has Sabine and Ezra tensing.


Trust and for his part moves quickly down the stairs calling “well look at you two, look at you two, spending hours alone in the wilderness and returning all dishevelled”


This causes a number of the others to let out chortles of laughter and Sabine to grind out “Tristan” in a warning tone.


Tristan however either not realising the danger he is putting himself in, or perhaps simply not caring continues on “so tell me Master Jedi, has my sister at least made an honest man out of you then?”


This time Sabine nearly kills her brother, itching to move forward and beat some sense into him.instead she is brought up short as Ezra holds tight to her and loudly answers “Alas Tristan, Sabine has not yet deemed to make an honest man out of me.” Then with a twinkle in his eye he continues “rather we discussed it and she believes it would be in bad taste for us to share our nuptials before you and your partner have the chance, tell me how is Fenn Rau these days?”


Quickly Sabine catches on as the rest of the hall tries to hide their laughter at just how quickly they are turning this back on Tristan, saying “indeed brother, we would never dream of upstaging you two, after all I’m sure the ceremony between the leader of the protectors and heir to Clan Wren will be the event of the year”


At this point everyone else in the hall loses it, the hall filling with the sounds of mirth as Tristan stands like a stunned fish, his mouth agape while his sister and her Cyar’ika stand laugh heartily.


Eventually however the mirth comes to an end as the Countess raises her hand bringing the entire room to silence as she says “Sabine, Ezra, approach”


Quickly the pair approach, coming to stand only a few steps down from the main dais where the Countess and her husband stand. As they come to a halt Ursa eyes them both nodding her head after a few moments. Then she speaks “Ezra Bridger, tell me, do you live my daughter?”


Ezra doesn’t hesitate, looking the Countess in the eye he responds “I do Countess, with all of my heart”


The countess nods approvingly before turning her gaze to Sabine “and you Daughter, do you love this man?”


Sabine looks her mother in the eye saying “I do, with everything that I am” before turning to look out over the crowd as if daring someone to speak out


The Countess nods before clasping her hands together with a clap that rings throughout the now silent hall “very well, then as Countess of Clan Wren I bless this riduurok, and announce the engagement of my daughter Sabine Wren to the Jedi Ezra Bridger, tonight we feast!”


Chapter 6
The feast that night was like nothing Ezra had ever seen and he was no stranger to Mandolorian festivities given the last several months and the mandalorian preference toward celebrating every victory. It started when moments after the Countess’ announcement he had been whisked away to the armour forge below the stronghold to be fitted for a set of armour he could call his own. At first he was sceptical, he had managed to survive for this long without the armour, but Sabine who was accompanying him was insistent that it was necessary and he wouldn’t deny her something related to her culture. After several hours they finally managed to organise his armour, Ezra choosing a set of recon style armour similar to Sabine’s. All that was left was to fit the armour and paint it.


The rest of the afternoon was spent with Sabine and the armourers until less than an hour before the feast they finally have the armour sized and painted, with Sabine taking extra enjoyment out of painting his armour to match her own.


When they eventually arrive in the hall for the feast they find what can only be described as the most extravagant and over the top party Ezra has ever seen. Lining both walls are tables of food and drink, with keg after keg of mandalorian ale stacked up. To one end of the room is a sparring arena while the middle holds a dance floor and the Dais end is lined by enough seating for hundreds.


True to form only a few minutes after Ezra and Sabine arrive the members of Clans Wren, Kryze, and Onyo start to pour into the room filling it with the sound of boisterous revelry as they quickly start on the ale. The night from that point gets a little hard to remember for both Ezra and Sabine, instead their memory is filled with flashes.


There are brilliant flashes filled with dancing, as Ezra and Sabine have their first dance surrounded by her clan. Flashes with drinking, and toasting as Ursa and her clan wish them well. There’s flashes of singing as Ezra drunkenly serenades a heavily blushing Sabine with Lothalian love songs. There’s flashes of fighting, as they stand back to back in the sparring ring proving their mettle against any who challenge them.


And then there’s the quiet flashes, the ones not filled with boisterous revelry, the ones where Sabine spends ages trying to describe the beauty she finds in the blue of his eyes. The ones where Ezra can’t take his eyes off her, and the beauty of her unburdened smile. The ones where they find themselves slow dancing despite the revelry around them, enjoying just being able to hold one another. The ones where Aldrich welcomes Ezra to the family and calls him son. The ones where Ezra and Sabine sneak away and become lost in themselves, oblivious to the world around them.


No, this feast was like nothing Ezra had experienced before, and from what he remembers he is ok with that, because now that he has Sabine by his side everything is starting to look brighter.


Chapter 7
Of course, in true Mandalorian fashion, the peace of these last few days is quickly interrupted by warfare. Not one to simply give up despite their recent losses The Empire launches an all-out assault against the Mandalorian systems the next morning.


 


Sabine and Ezra are awakened early the next morning by the sound of air raid sirens followed up by the loud click as the compound diverts all its power to defensive shields and weapons. Together the pair quickly scramble into their freshly painted armour before donning winter camp cloaks over the top and grabbing for their weapons.


 


One dressed both Sabine and Ezra run towards the command centre located at the base of the stronghold deep beneath the mountain. As soon as they enter the room they’re met by the mass of organised chaos. Around them, those of Clans Wren, Onyo, and Kryze, not manning the outer defences struggle to get a fix on exactly what they’re facing. On the board behind them, a display shows no fewer than half a dozen star destroyers hovering over Krownest as the readouts follow wave after wave of Viridian energy cascading down to fall on the strongholds immense shield.


 


In the middle of it all however stands Ursa, an island of calm in the swirling storm around them. They wait several moments as she seems to focus on everything at once before she looks to Sabine and Ezra saying, “we have reports that the empire has landed walkers out beyond our southern perimeter, the terrain should slow them but it won’t last for long. If they manage to get up here there is little, we can do to stop them, I need you both to take a team and neutralise those walkers.”


 


Ezra and Sabine look at each other concerned at the thought of what they face before they both turn and make their way toward the southern end of the stronghold. As they make their way, they gradually pick up a small number of Mandolorians in camouflage gear before heading out to the wilderness.


 


Once outside however they are brought up short, beyond the fortifications that have seemingly emerged from nowhere now manned by a literal army of the galaxy’s most skilled warrior the world itself is lit in a Viridian glow as the energy from above impacts against the shield, the very air around them becoming more and more charged with electricity until it eventually discharges in massive lightning strikes to the periodical grounding stations.


 


Knowing that time is short they continue on their way headed south, travelling through the small single person passageways that Clan Wren has cut into the mountainside for just this occasion. Eventually, they reach the outer edge of the shield barrier and what they see brings them up short. There in the narrow passage below leading up toward the mountain stronghold advance 12 AT-AT walkers two abreast. They watch as they trample everything in their path, the destruction behind them leaving a clear path for what will undoubtedly be a full invasion force.


 


Ezra and Sabine look to each other seeming to have an entire conversation without words, until eventually Sabine nods and Ezra kneels down in the snow as if beginning to meditate. Sabine turns to the others and then in a voice brooking no argument she says, “defensive positions, we need to hold this spot while Ezra works.”


 


The others nod and immediately move about getting set up to repel Stormtroopers. Sabine watches for a moment before leaning down and pressing a kiss against Ezra’s cheek and turning to join the others.


 


 


Several minutes later the others start to realise just what it is that the Jedi has planned. In the valley below the mountainside itself seems to begin to shake. In the distance, the periodical lightning strikes have stopped and above them, the air itself has started to swirl into the beginnings of a maelstrom. The imperials are no less quick to catch on to what is happening, already warned if the possibility of a force wielder on the planet they quickly disembark the stormtroopers from the AT-ATs and march on the centre of the gathering storm.


 


 


The stormtroopers march through the shield in tight ranks constrained by the shape of the passage and forced to charge head-on into the waves of fire that await them. Despite this though no matter how many Sabine and the others shoot down more keep coming. For every Stormtrooper that falls his comrade takes his place, stepping over the shattered bodies and Plasteel as they move steadily closer and closer to their objective.


 


Soon the storm gains even more strength as the winds begin to whip larger and larger stones into the air slamming into whatever is in their path. The Mandolorians for their part remain protected, but for many of the stormtroopers, they aren’t so lucky. Instead, they are repeatedly bashed and beaten as the stones slip between the cracks in their poorly made armour, breaking bones and rupturing internal organs. In their desperation some even try using missiles and thermal detonators however these are quickly swept away, their energy joining the already building storm.


 


Eventually however the AT-ATs reach the edge of the shield barrier and begin to pass through. It is at this point that Ezra’s eyes snap open, in the briefest moments between when the AT-AT clears the shield and when it fires on them Ezra releases all the built-up energy, the force moving down toward the imperials in an unavoidable torrent of energy that spells destruction. However, in that last moment as the energy races toward them, the AT-AT pilot fires and red-hot plasma launches itself toward the cliff face where Ezra sits kneeled, collapsing the cliff and pulling both it and him into the ruined passageway below.


Chapter 8
When Ezra finally reawakens three days have passed since the invasion of Krownest. He awakens at first to the strange, metallic, almost sterile smell of a medbay followed by the loud proclamation of “the patient is awake” by a med droid.


As soon as Ezras eyes open his suspicions are confirmed as he finds white washed walls of a medical bay around him with the only colour coming from where Sabine stands beside him his hand in hers. He looks up and after attempting a smile that feels more like a grimace he asks “what happened?”


Sabine’s eyes are red as if she has been crying and it takes her a moment before she responds “You nearly died Ez’ika” she pauses a moment clearly reliving the pain and suffering from the moment days past as she says “the walker, it fired on the cliff before you could destroy it.” Then gaining strength she says “it took us 4 hours to dig you out of the rubble”


Ezra grimaces as he starts to remember flashes from just before he had fallen and he finally takes a moment to look down. As he does he is shocked and quickly asks “Sabine, what happened to my leg!?”


Sabine squeezes his hand tightly in her own before she says “the armour, it saved your life, but even then there was nothing it could do to stop the crushing force of all that rock.” She brings her other hand up and rubs the back of his as she says “by the time we got you out of there, the damage was too extensive, they couldn’t save your leg”


Ezra doesn’t even know what to say, instead he finds a sense of numbness falling over him as he says “I see” in a hollow voice


Sabine however doesn’t let him wallow in despair, instead placing her hand to his cheek and drawing him into a kiss, when she eventually pulls back and is sure she has his attention she says “hey, it’s going to be alright, Mother has already arranged for you to get the best replacement money can buy. And I know it’s not the same, but you’re still here, still alive, with me, and because of you hundreds more still live”


It’s then Ezra seems to realise that he doesn’t even know what happened, or where he is “Sabine, where are we?” He asks 


“We’re on a rebel medical frigate, after what happened, the empire decided to cut their losses and avoid a ground invasion, they gave command Base Delta Zero. Hen that happened we knew we had to leave, the air wasn’t even going to be breathable soon, so, I called Hera.”


Ezra perks up hearing the name of his surrogate mother “Hera’s here?” He asks excitedly 


Sabine smiles softly at him her hand still rubbing lightly against his cheek “she is, and she said to tell you that she is going to have words about what she calls ‘you and your Kanan style plans’”


Ezra smiles at this chuckling softly before Sabine continues “anyway, once we knew what the empire planned it became a matter of getting everything off planet quickly, luckily for us the Alliance has been scouting for supplies to rebuild somewhere called Echo Base? Anyway, Mother managed to convince them to help us off planet in exchange for our cold weather gear and some help setting up.”


“Where are we going now?” Ezra asks 


This time Sabine seems to shrink a bit and she looks out a window behind Ezra into the vastness of space as she says “I don’t know, the Empire destroyed Mandalor, Krownest, practically anywhere that was Mandolorian Space. Some of the clans are talking about going into hiding, like the days of the Jedi-Mandolorian War with secret Coverts scattered around the universe. But, I was thinking...”


“Thinking what?” Ezra questions as Sabine trails off


“What about if we went to Lothal?” Sabine questions looking at him “Clans Wren Kryze, and Onyo owe you a debt Ezra, you saved us when the empire came to wipe us out, and what if we repaid that by helping free and protect your people?”


Ezra sits there a few moments shocked by where she was taking this, but truly he should not be, Sabine has always been prone to action and grand gestures and this was no different. “Sabine, I love you” he begins getting a soft smile in return before he continues “but you can’t risk your Clan, the last of your people, over a debt that doesn’t exist.”


Sabine looks at him shocked before she asks “What?”


Ezra smiles leaning up to place his hand on her cheek despite the twinge of pain it causes “Sabine, your people don’t owe me anything, if anything I owe them. Without you I wouldn’t be here right now, without you I probably would have fallen to the dark side and never returned, so you see, if anyone owes a debt it is me. I owe you Sabine for being the shining light in the darkness that guides me home. So no, the clans don’t owe me anything, because for me Sabine everything that happened was just a drop in the bucket, nothing compared to what I owe you.”


Sabine goes to speak, but instead they are interrupted by a voice from the door. “Be that as it may Ezra Bridger, Clan Wren shall accompany you to Lothal” Says Ursa Wren before continuing “and if I know my fellow Clan leaders they shall say the same.”


Ezra looks at Ursa and says “Countess, I...”


Ursa smiles at her daughter before focussing on Ezra as she says “not another word Bridger, my decision is made” then she smirks mischievously continuing “besides, it will be nice to be somewhere warm, and I would like to be close to my grandchildren when they arrive”


“Mom!” Sabine exclaims


Chapter 9
The trip back to Lothal takes just shy of four and a half days between the distance and the need to drop out of hyperspace periodically to recalibrate and ensure they aren’t being tracked.


During that time, Ezra and Sabine are hardly ever separated, partly because that is their nature, but also because Ezra is having a hard time adjusting to his new prosthetic. The issues had arisen when Ezra had been released from the Medway and sent back to the temporary quarters he and Sabine were sharing. Partway there his leg had spasmed and locked up, causing Ezra to lose his balance and nearly come crashing to the deck plating. When they had questioned the medical droids as to why the leg was not obeying its owner as it should be the One-Bee had responded by running a battery of tests. The results of these tests were inconclusive, and eventually, the One-Bee diagnosed it as Traumatic Dissociation, where because of the nature of Ezra’s injury he was subconsciously blocking the commands from reaching the end of the nerves required to control the leg properly.


 


After that things got more difficult, according to the medical droid only time will allow Ezra full use of his replacement leg, and in the meanwhile, he will need to walk with the assistance of a crutch. This initially caused a blow-up of epic proportions, Ezra letting his anger at being ‘crippled’ take him over as he worried about how the others would see him, especially the Mandalorians who placed such emphasis on martial prowess. Sabine for her part felt responsible for what happened and directed her anger and frustration inward blaming herself for the fact that Ezra had been injured as he was only there for her, to save her people, and feeling like she had failed him by allowing him to be hurt. This ultimately resulted in the pair yelling at each other before Sabine stormed out toward the onboard gym and leaving Ezra barely able to restrain himself from crushing the equipment around him with The Force.


 


In true military fashion, it took less than an hour for news of the argument to spread, first because of the noise it generated, and second, as people were warned to stay away from the gym, lest they catch the ire of the fiery Mandalorian. Despite these warnings however, it takes Hera less than half an hour before she is standing there with Sabine in the gym watching the young woman destroy the punching bags.


 


Hera sighs after a few minutes watching and then she starts to speak “Sabine...”


“Leave me alone Hera” comes the growled response


Hera watches the woman as she continues to pound on the bag before saying “it wasn’t your fault”


At this Sabine turns around and snaps “like hell it wasn’t” and it’s now as she continues to speak that Hera sees the tears in her eyes “the man that I love is in there because of me! He is missing a part of himself because of me!”


Hera steps closer “Sabine” she begins imploringly causing the other woman to step backwards


“No Hera, he wouldn’t have even been there if it wasn’t for me! This is my fault!” Sabine screams as the tears roll down her face “The only reason Ezra is missing a leg right now is because he loved me enough to stay and fight. To fight a battle that wasn’t even his!”


This time when Hera moves closer Sabine doesn’t flinch away, doesn’t step back, instead, she folds as Hera moves forward to catch her, Sabine’s face coming to rest against Hera’s lekku. Hera holds her tightly for a few moments not saying a word then she asks, “did I ever tell you about the time Kannan and I were caught above Bilbringi?”


Sabine looks up using her sleeve to wipe away some of the tears as she asks, “no what happened?”


Hera smiles at the young woman, “it was just after we finally gotten together and started fighting back against The Empire, and I thought it would be a good idea to go after an Imperial logistics base for supplies. At first, everything was fine, but I’d forgotten that Kannan hadn’t used any of his abilities in years, not since the purge.” Hera pauses as if recalling something particularly unpleasant before continuing “anyway, Kannan and I ended up in a supply warehouse surrounded by the local Imperial garrison after he failed to mind trick two of the guards. Kannan was injured, by a blaster bolt to the chest, and all I could think about was the fact that it was my plan that had caused this, that I had killed us both.” Then she smiles slightly before rolling her eyes “but Kannan, all he could focus on was getting me out of there, the idiot thought I was going to leave him behind to hold them off”


“What, what happened then?” Sabine asks when Hera doesn’t immediately continue


Hera smirks “I kissed him and told him that if he thought I was leaving him behind he was stupider than a Kowakian Monkey Lizard and we managed to eventually fight our way out.” Her expression becomes more solemn as she continues “However, the point I’m trying to make here is, I know what it’s like to feel guilty because someone you care about got hurt, but Sabine, the point is, it wasn’t your fault. It wouldn’t have mattered if Ezra was with you or not, we both know that he would have volunteered for that mission, and the only person who deserves any blame, for any of this, is the bastard that shot him, ok?”


Sabine tries to protest “But...”


However, Hera quickly cuts her off “besides which, Ezra needs you right now, whether he realises it or not, so if I were you, I’d be there with him helping him through this rather than in here making it so the entire crew is scared to come within two corridors of this place, ok?”


“Ok”


 


After their little discussion, Sabine promptly makes her way back to Ezra’s room, knowing he is unlikely to have gone anywhere else yet and determined not to let her own guilt stop her from being there for the man she loves when he needs her. She is moments from walking into the room however when something brings her up short, and instead, she pauses by the door listening


“But what if she doesn’t want me anymore?” She hears Ezra’s voice from within the room making her heart clench he continues “Sabine’s amazing, and now, I could barely keep up with her before why would she want me now, now that I’m a cripple”


She is moments from bursting into the room when she hears another voice, the voice of her mother “come now Bridger, enough of that, my daughter won’t care about this, this leg, she loves you, more than you know. And, as for keeping up with her, no Mandalorian would ever judge someone because of their battle scars. The way that you earnt this wound, saving hundreds of our people nearly at the cost of your own life, it will be the stuff of legends.”


Sabine presses her forehead against the door her emotions swirling so strongly she barely hears the soft-spoken question “but why would she want me, when she could have anyone else, someone who won’t hold her back?”


Sabine’s next actions are entirely instinctual as her head snaps up and she slams her hand on the release of the door moving into the room she barely registers the surprised “Sabine?” Ezra releases before she is on him in moments, she has her hands fisted in his shirt and is kissing him with every scrap of love and passion she can muster.


She pulls back to find the stunned look on his face as she says “I love you Ez’ika, and I will always love you, nothing can ever change that, this least of all this” she gestures down to his leg “this, this is just another example of why I love you, you’re kind, and selfless, and loyal, and you put up with me painting all your stuff” at this he chuckles slightly before Sabine continues only looking momentarily at her mother as tears start to form in her eyes “Mhi solus tome, Mhi solus dar’tome, Mhi me’dinui an, Mhi ba’juri verde Ez’ika” (Mandalorian wedding vows: “we are one when together, we are one when apart, we will share all, we will raise warriors”)


It takes Ezra a moment to realise what Sabine is saying even as Ursa watches on with wide eyes but as soon as he does he takes her hands in his own and repeats “Mhi solus tome, Mhi solus dar’tome, Mhi me’dinui an, Mhi ba’juri verde Sab’ika”


As soon as the words have left his lips, she is on him again kissing his soundly as her arms wrap around him. Eventually, they pull apart for air, their foreheads pressed against one another. They remain like that for a few moments before they both look over to see Ursa looking at them with a soft smile on her face


Ursa speaks as she rises from where she had been seated watching the newly married couple “I’ll give you two a bit of time alone” causing Sabine to blush as Ursa continues while headed for the door “I think I will go find General Syndulla, she and I have much to discuss, and in the meanwhile, I’d suggest heading back to your quarters, unless you want to be, interrupted”


The pair watch her leave and as soon as the door is shut again, they turn back to face one another, Ezra saying “you know, even though she was nice to me, she still scares the crap out of me”


Sabine chuckles before saying “indeed, but she is right, now what say you and I go back to our quarters, husband, before we are interrupted by what I’m sure will be an endless parade of well-wishers?”


Chapter 10
From that point onwards Sabine and Ezra were practically joined at the hip for the rest of their travel to Lothal. After Ursa’s departure, the pair quickly made their way from the medical bay, intent in avoiding what they were sure would be a well-meaning but nevertheless tiresome tide of well-wishers. Having avoided their fate for the moment the pair sealed themselves in their quarters both taking the time to simply be together as one while they had the chance without the endless threat of the empire and their responsibilities weighing on them.


When they do eventually emerge from the cabin on day two of their trip prompted by the need for food, they are quickly ambushed on their way to the mess hall. They have barely made it halfway there before Ezra is clobbered over the back by Zeb in congratulations as Hera and Kannan approach quickly. As soon as she is in range Hera glomps Sabine in a hug telling her how proud she is before turning to Ezra and saying about how his persistence and patience had finally paid off. At the same time as Hera is hugging Sabine Kannan gives Ezra a hearty pat on the shoulder and. A smile of congratulations before switching to congratulate Sabine when Hera focusses her attention on Ezra.


 


Once their first wave of congratulations is out of the way they quickly make their way toward the mess intent on having their meal before something else arises as it so often does to distract them. Once they’re in the mess Sabine moves off to grab them their morning Choco-caffs while Ezra grabs whatever he can in the way of food from the line cook droids and piling it onto two heaping trays.


 


Once both are back at the table with the rest of the spectres Sabine makes it a point to sit as close to Ezra as she can without being seated in his lap, causing Hera to set out a soft squeal and tap at Kanaan`s arm excitedly. Kannan for his part shares a look with Ezra that seems to imply his long-suffering on matters such as this while enduring the ‘beating’ Hera is giving him.


 


They are just about three-quarters of the way through their meal when the peace they were enjoying is abruptly interrupted by the loud guard of a Lasat and binary beeping of Chopper. Rather suddenly four pairs of eyes turn to focus on Zeb as Sabine and Hera both raise their eyebrows in mirror expressions asking “what?”


 


Zeb for his part just keeps chuckling as without thinking he replies “Chop was just saying that he bets that these two will be having kits in nine months’ time”


Suddenly it as if the entire mess hall falls silent causing Zeb to mutter a soft “karabast” while Chopper chooses this moment to exercise the better part of valour and disappear


Sabine quickly turns to Hera catching the glint in her eyes as she says “no, Hera, we haven’t even discussed it, and we’re not ready...”


Ezra places his hand on Sabine’s entwining their fingers in a show of support when suddenly they’re interrupted by the sound of one of the rebel techs behind them yelling “Hey Wren, if you ever want a real man...”


In moments the happy atmosphere dies, and all around them the Mandalorians present gasp while almost the entirety of clans Wren, Onyo, and Kryze present no matter how injured or asleep they were rise and point weapons toward the man.


Not seeming to realise just how much danger he has placed himself in the man looks at them and says “what, like that kid could keep her satisfied, I can’t be the only one thinking it, he ain’t even all there anymore”


No one so much as breathes for a moment until with a loud screech of a grinding chair Sabine throws her chair back and turns to the tech. As she approaches him her eyes gleam with barely filtered rage and hatred for this man that dares insult her Riduur. As soon as she is within range, she launches herself at the man much to the astonishment of the ghost crew and joy of the Mandalorians.


She lays into the man her fists falling in rapid succession as she pummels the man “How dare you!” She screams her voice echoing throughout the room “that boy gave a piece of himself to save me and my people!”


By this point, the man is bleeding heavily and Kannan has started to move to pull Sabine off him “my Riduur is more a man than you ever will be!” At this point, Kannan starts to pull her away much to the disappointment of the Mandalorians around them. Sabine, however, manages one final kick to his ribs as she screams “you better hope to the Manda I never lay eyes on you again, because next time, I swear I’ll kill you!”


As Kannan drags Sabine back the man somehow has the balls to look up at Hera “you’re just going to let her get away with that General?” He questions


Hera for her part glares at the man and then says, “I didn’t see anything” then looking to the bloodthirsty crowd around them she continues “I’d suggest you count yourself lucky and go get yourself cleaned up.” Then in a voice that makes her intentions clear she continues “and if I hear a word of this, I’ll leave your fate to her” she says looking pointedly at Ursa Wren who stands fingering her blasters eagerly causing the man to gulp audibly and half run half limp from the room


 


Once the man is out of sight, the only signs of him being a blood trail and a still furious group of Mandalorians Hera turns to Ezra who by now is holding Sabine tightly “Ezra” she says catching his attention and causing him to look up “why don’t you and Sabine go back to your cabin?”


 


It shows how upset Ezra must still be when he doesn’t hesitate and instead nods rising swiftly with Sabine and sweeping from the room. Once they are gone however the room has still not returned to normal and Hera looks up to find Ursa stepping onto a table “spread the word, the loss of Ezra Bridger’s leg happened when he almost singlehandedly defended Krownest from the Imperial invasion, anyone who belittles him because of that injury is an enemy of Clan Wren”


 




Once they are back in their quarters Sabine and Ezra find the happy, almost comfortable mood from this morning destroyed. Ezra is still hearing the words of that tech and Sabine is cursing herself for not just shooting him where he stood. Eventually, however, the pair lay down on the bed and both drift off into sleep, the effects of the last few days still weighing on their bodies and driving them to sleep.


It is nearly time for the midday meal when Sabine is awakened rather suddenly. At first, she is not sure what has awakened her, but after a few moments, it becomes clear as she feels Ezra thrashing in the bed beside her. She can hear him in his sleep, begging, pleading with her not to leave, and it tears her apart. She wants to go find the bastard from this morning, after all, Ezra had not had these nightmares last night, and now he was, she knows exactly who to blame. Instead, she moves over pulling Ezra closer to her, pulling his head to her breast as she strokes through his hair whispering “shh, shh Ez’ika, it’s ok my love, I’m here, I’m here and I’m not going anywhere” Eventually Ezra settles down, calmed by her voice and her closeness but Sabine, Sabine sits there unable to sleep with sadness In her heart at the suffering of the man she loves


Not a chapter
Notice: at current the rest of the trip between Lothal and Krownest will be excluded from this fic as it is likely to become a smutty part that I may post separately later


Chapter 12
The day they return to Lothal is like none before it, and yet, it is like every time before. In an effort to hide the sudden immigration of the Mandalorian clans to their new home they all split up and travel from different directions, taking an extreme effort to avoid the usual hyperspace lanes and the imperial surveillance targeted toward them.
Ezra and Sabine for their part take the Nightbrother which Sabine is insistent on both painting and renaming alongside the Ghost; both headed in together from above the north pole of the planet. They ultimately decide to drop out of hyperspace a fair distance from the planet since they aren’t using the usual hyperspace lanes and it ends up taking them the better part of three hours before they hit the atmosphere. However, once they do hit atmosphere Ezra is filled by an overwhelming sense of home, as the planet, he was born and raised on stretched out before them. Even as they fly, he can’t help but reach out and entwine his fingers with Sabine’s shooting her a soft smile as they fly towards the equator.


 


An hour after they hit the atmosphere they arrive at the meetup site that had been specified alongside the Ghost and make their way down to where there is a steadily growing encampment. Once they reach they camp it doesn’t take long before they are greeted by Ursa and Fenn Rau who walk up to them bickering about where to place their new stronghold.


“Now you listen here Rau; if you think I’m going to set up our stronghold in some Manda damned frozen wasteland again then you have another thing coming” Ursa declares pointing at the man


“Well it’s not like there’s anywhere else is there,” Rau says waving his hands “all this planet is, is plains and hills, not a decent mountain range on it, at least not large enough to hide more than an outpost!”


“Uhh, guys,” Ezra says interrupting them both and earning him a pair of glares as they quickly whirl on him until they seem to realise who has spoken at which point Ursa asks “yes Ezra?”


Ezra looks to Sabine seeing her nod of encouragement he tells them about what he has been considering ever since he was told they’d be relocating here “what about an underwater stronghold? You could build it off the coast with tunnels for vehicles leading to the cliffs and that way if The Empire ever does find it orbital bombardment will be useless because of the water.”


Ursa and Fenn look at each other with a look of surprise before Fenn asks “why the hell didn’t I think of that?”


“Maybe because you’re not that bright” Sabine says deadpan causing both her and Ezra to chuckle slightly as Ursa’s lip curls in amusement


“Hey!” Rau protests even as Ursa ignores him turning back to Ezra, saying “a fine idea, but this planet is volcanically stable, there’s no way we could provide enough power without resorting to building a fission reactor which would give our position away.”


Sabine hears this and sees the way Ezra seems to almost deflate slightly as she says “we could always just use the wave power combined with solar panelling, if we set up the systems away from the base itself and perhaps set up a hydroponics facility as a cover we could make it, so no one ever questioned why it was there, plus it would help us replace some of the income we lost when we had to abandon Krownest.”


Ursa considers this a few moments before saying “not a bad idea, but I think we should consider some alternative, the imperials have been scooping up whatever agricultural resources they can, and the last thing we need is for them to find the stronghold by accident if they take it over.”


By this point Fenn has recovered and says “what about a brewery, we all know that Mandalorians make the best booze in the galaxy, the empire wouldn’t bother taking over a brewery, and it’s a steady source of income.”


“You want us to become booze peddlers?” Ursa asks, looking at him disgusted “why not drug dealers as well?”


Ezra looks between the two seeing how this could quickly devolve into a duel as he asks “why does it have to be just one thing?” Once they’re looking back at him again he asks “The Empire will have no problems with taking over the facility unless we make it indispensable to them, we could grow food, make booze, hell even offer medical care, if we make this place big enough we make ourselves indispensable to them and they won’t even think to look beyond the surface because they need what we provide.”


The others look at him considering his words for a few moments before Ursa sighs rubbing her temples as she says “I get the feeling that this is not something we will solve today, so in the meanwhile I’ll tell the engineers to start working on the designs and have the droids prepared to build the base. We can figure out what our cover will be later, but for now, for now, I feel exposed without the walls of our fortress over our head.”


 


With Ursa’s final proclamation both Sabine and Ezra make their way towards the section of the camp nearest where the Ghost rests, intent on finding the others and seeing what Hera has undoubtedly got planned for them.
After approximately an hours worth of wandering through the camp they eventually find Hera standing over Zeb and Chopper lecturing the pair about their fighting. However, as soon as she spots them, she turns around with a smile on her face taking in the way they walk towards her unconsciously brushing their shoulders together with fingers intertwined. Seeing the opportunity to Escape Zeb quickly gestures to Chopper and the pair make their way as far as they can as fast as they can while Hera is distracted.


Once Sabine and Ezra are within arms reach; however, Hera begins to talk, saying “I’m glad you two are here, I have a job that needs doing. I was going to send...” Hera trails off momentarily as she looks behind her finding Zeb and Chopper missing before continuing “well the point is that I need you two to head into the city and get some things.”
“This isn’t going to be another wild meiluroon hunt, is it Hera?” Ezra asks raising an eyebrow before smirking at Sabine “although, I’m sure Sabine wouldn’t mind another tie to paint, maybe even a shuttle.”


Sabine chuckles as he says the last part, before jokingly saying “Hey, don’t even think of trying to distract me with another ship Riduur, you still owe me that black and red monstrosity we flew in on”


 


Hera smiles watching the pair, reminded of herself and Kanaan as Ezra holds up his hands in surrender before she breaks their bubble saying “nope, nothing like that, we had to abandon some things on Krownest in all the chaos of the evacuation, but mostly we need food. I was going to send Zeb and Chopper in the Phantom II, but I think that might be a little small now and it might be worth it to send you two in the Nightbrother instead.”


Sabine looks over at Ezra who shrugs before saying “sure thing Hera, just send the list through to our datapads, and we can go pick it up.”


Ezra smiles at Hera before releasing Sabine’s hand and moving to wrap his arm around Sabine saying “Yeah, besides, I get the feeling my Riduur needs some new paints anyway if she wants to paint our ship.”


It’s clear that Ezra is still trying to learn the Mandoa that Sabine speaks so freely. However, his efforts still earn him a smile and a kiss from Sabine leaving Hera to smile fondly at how ‘lovey’ the pair have become, especially their normally stoic Mandalorian. Then seeing that the pair have once again become distracted by each other Hera clears her throat softly gaining their attention tapping at her comm saying “I’ve sent the list to your datapads, but you might want to get going if you’re going to be back in time for the nightly meal”


Chapter 13
Surprisingly enough, everything seems to go well for once, and they don’t end up with another Meiloorun incident like last time. Instead, both Ezra and Sabine manage to get nearly everything on Hera’s list as well as what is on Sabine’s list without any, imperial entanglements. However, as per usual, The Spectres while exhibiting the greatest of luck and skill on the battlefield seem to be lacking when it comes to avoiding their enemies. Something that is highlighted by the fact that Ezra is now running away from stormtroopers with Sabine right on his heels while cursing his new leg.


As it turns out, the legs intermittent habit of listening to its new master was slightly problematic when said person was trying to avoid the attention of the local imperial garrison. Their focus drawn by such a leg causing the usually oblivious stormtroopers to pay attention to the rebels and realise in between bouts of laughter at the gimpy boy that said boy was on their most wanted list.


This, of course, leads to a pursuit with Ezra and Sabine doing their best to evade the rapidly swelling ranks of stormtroopers, their air support, and the rapidly approaching walkers in what would have previously been an effortless manner, but was now forcing them to abandon their haul of vital equipment in an effort to survive.


“Sabine go!” Ezra yells over the sound of blaster fire “get help; I’ll be fine.”


Sabine doesn’t even spare him what he is sure would be one hell of a look instead focusing on their pursuers as she yells back “no way! Every time I leave you alone, you end up getting captured and then we have to infiltrate a star destroyer to get you back.”


“If you don’t leave me, we’re both going to get captured!” Ezra points out turning to deflect a burst of fire that is headed for Sabine


“Then we’ll both get captured!” Sabine yells this time turning to glare at Ezra as she pauses behind cover and proceeds to blast a number of troopers.


Ezra stops beside her his lightsaber spinning to bat bolts back at the troopers. “For kriff’s sake Sabine” he yells exasperated “I swear I will throw you toward our ship!”


Sabine pauses long enough to look at him in defiance “try it Husband” she growls before shooting another trooper in the face. “Besides I called for help when they first started chasing us, Hera should be here any minute.”


“Great” Ezra drawls sarcastically turning to face a walker that has entered the street “I hope she brings the entirety of Clan Wren, because we’re gonna need it.”


Sabine doesn’t validate the statement with a response. Instead, she throws a couple of miracles toward the troopers giving Erza enough of a chance to run for and cut down the walker despite his leg. No sooner does the walker hit the ground however than does Ezra stumble, his lightsaber falling momentarily and giving a blaster bolt just enough of a chance to slip past his defences and land on his armoured shoulder. Sabine for her part proceeds to immediately shoot the trooper that fired the bolt in the face while throwing the last of her explosives to give them cover while moving to grab Ezra and drag him bodily back into cover.
Once she has him in cover though it becomes readily apparent that they hadn’t been as lucky as she had hoped, rather Ezra’s left arm hangs limply at his side as he is unable to raise it while he tries his best to use his right to block blaster fire before eventually giving up and taking the blaster Sabine offers and falling back with her further into their rapidly deteriorating cover.


“Sabine, I swear to the Force, if you don’t leave while you still can...” Ezra begins


Only to be cut off by Sabine growling “like hell, you didn’t leave me on Krownest, you could have left, broken through the blockade and disappeared, but you stayed, and there’s no way in hell I’m leaving you, my Riduur, here alone.”


Moments later however the entire area falls silent, and Ezra looks between Sabine and the area that was formerly filled by blaster bolts. Cautiously Ezra moves so that he can lean his head out from cover, his entire body filling with apprehension, that is at least until he comes face to face with a very familiar visor.


“Tristan?” He asks shocked


Tristan for his part still somehow appears smug despite the helmet that should be concealing his emotions as he says “we heard you guys were having a party” as a Krom’rk rockets suddenly overhead.


Ezra and Sabine share a look before stepping out of cover and what they see should be no surprise, but still brings them up short. Instead of an army of Imperials waiting to gun them down, they are instead faced by a massacre with what looks like the majority of the imperial garrison dead on the streets while dozens of Mandalorians stand on the rooftops and mill in the streets blasters still smoking.


Ezra, in his infinite eloquence, manages a “Huh, I guess they got our message.”


This, of course, prompts Sabine to instinctively move to punch Ezra in the shoulder, only stopping moments before impact as the memory of the blaster bolt returns causing her to grab his other shoulder instead and pull him toward a piece of rubble so she can see it better. As soon as he is seated, she quickly strips his shirt and armoured pauldron off, ignoring the jeering from some of her clansmen as she looks at his wound. Tristan quickly realises what is happening and waves one of the others over who appears carrying a large med-pack which they start to unpack.


“Uhh guys, are you sure we have time for this?” Ezra asks while Sabine and the medic start to bring out bacta and other equipment.


Tristan pulls off his helmet, rolling his eyes as he says “really Bridger? Did you think we were gonna waste the opportunity to wipe out an Imperial garrison?”


“What?” Ezra asks before yelping as he feels a bacta syringe being pushed into his shoulder


His protestations, however, don’t seem to earn him any sympathy as instead, Tristan continues “your little party got all the imperials out of their compound, so we decided that in addition to saving your fine ass, we’d kill two Mynocks with one shot and loot the garrison as well. That’s where your Captain and Master are now by the way.”


Ezra for his part tries to get up, intent on now going to help Hera and Kanaan but is brought up short as Sabine cuffs him on the back of the head “Nope, no way, you’re staying here.”


Ezra tries to turn about and apply a pout beginning “Sabine...”


However, he comes up short when he finds Sabine now helmet-less staring back at him with determination and just the hint of a tear at the corner of her eye as she says “No Ezra, you were shot, you and I are going back to the Nightbrother, and then we are going to discuss your self sacrificing tendencies.”


Realising that he has already lost, and seeing how much emotion Sabine is suppressing through force of will alone Ezra nods before saying “ok, but we need to go back and get the stuff we dropped”


“Kriff the stuff we dropped,” Sabine says, pointing her finger at his chest “you need to rest, and we need to talk. Tristan can go find it then bring it by later” she finishes up turning to look at her brother who does the smart thing nodding and beating a hasty escape


Chapter 14
It takes them the better part of an hour to make what would have previously been a 15-minute walk. The entire walk back to the Nightbrother Sabine remained silent, her arms at her sides fists clenching and unclenching as she seethed within her own mind. Ezra for his part was growing more and more nervous, mirroring their Mandalorian escort who had decided to keep their distance after Sabine started stroking the hilt of one of her blasters ten minutes in. He was mostly sure that Sabine didn’t intend to shoot him, which provided some relief against the steadily building waves of emotion he could feel rolling off Sabine, but even then he was making sure to give her, plenty of space.


When they arrived back at the Nightbrother, several of their escorts shoot Ezra sympathetic looks before departing, leaving him to follow Sabine up the ramp, pausing to use the wall as support when his leg seems to freeze mid-step.


Sabine for her part despite her emotions quickly notices when Ezra isn’t right behind her and promptly doubles back, taking his arms and helping him ‘walk’ toward the sleeping quarters. Once he is seated on the bed; however, she is back up and moving as she paces back and forth, wearing a path into the deck plating below her feet.


For several minutes they sit there silently, Sabine working through her emotions as Ezra tries to give her the space he can see she needs. Eventually, though he has enough and reaches a hand out to her beginning “Sabine...”


Her response nearly shatters him, as instead of what he had been expecting she almost seems to flinch away from his hand before turning so she isn’t looking at him. She pauses for a few moments, and when she turns back to face him he can see the tears she had been suppressing earlier rolling down her cheeks as she asks “do you love me, Ezra?”


Ezra startles, shocked by her question as he says “of course I do Cyar’ ika”


Hearing the term of endearment causes her to look away for a moment before she asks “and do you trust me?”


This time he doesn’t hesitate “with my life, and everything I am” he says struggling to rise and pull her close.


She again looks away, and this time when she looks back, she looks up into his eyes with anger swirling across her features as she asks her voice crackling with her anger and sadness “then why don’t you trust me to fight by your side? Why are you so determined to leave me and let yourself be captured? Why Ez’ika? Why won’t you stay with me, why would you try so hard to send me away?”


This time it is Ezra’s turn to look away, sighing as he releases her and half sits half collapses back onto the bed. He notices she immediately wraps her arms around herself as if shielding herself from his answer, but he remains where he is answering “I do trust you, Sabine, I trust you with everything I hold dear in this world and the next. The person I don’t trust is myself; I don’t trust myself not to get you killed, I don’t trust myself not to lose you.”


He pauses before looking up to meet her eyes “You want to know why I tried to send you away? It’s because I can handle being captured, I can handle being tortured, even killed, if it means you’re okay. What I don’t know is what I would do if you had to pay the price for my mistake.. “he bangs on his prosthetic with a clenched fist “if you were hurt because of this stupid leg... What terrifies me is I don’t know what I’d do if you were hurt, or killed, because of me.”


He steels himself as he says “so yes, I tried to send you away because if I lost you, I wouldn’t survive.” looking away he finishes under his breath without even realising “fear leads to anger. Anger leads to...”


There`s silence for several moments before sabine asks in a soft-spoken voice “And you think I could?” causing him to look back at where she had moved to kneel in his line of sight “Ezra, you’re my husband, you know what that means, you’re it for me, if I lost you...” she trails off, and he brings a hand up to wipe the tears from her cheek before pressing a kiss against her lips.


They stay like that for several moments just lost in the closeness after the day they have had until they pull apart keeping their foreheads close. Sabine begs “I need you to promise me Ez’ika, promise you won’t send me away, promise that you’ll let me fight by your side, promise me I won’t lose you.”


Ezra’s voice cracks with emotion as he sighs softly “I... I can’t” then swallowing he says “all I can promise is that I will do everything in my power to stay at your side.”


And for now, somehow, that seems to be enough


Chapter 15
*also a reminder, because I’m sure someone will say something Kanaan is blind, he sees nothing in that bedroom*


 


Ezra and Sabine stay in the Nightbrother for several hours, waiting for the bacta injection to do its job. They take a few minutes first to clean their gear, Sabine making a point of throwing all of Ezra’s plastoid armour into the re-processor before sorting out the necessary Beskar’gam for him, intent that next time it won’t be as close a call. Once that was done they both quickly took the chance to reaffirm their survival with a lengthy shower, before crashing onto the bed and passing out as the stress of the day, and the emotions caught up with them.


 


When they do awaken, nearly 5 hours have passed since they laid down, eight since they arrived at the ship. However, it is not a natural awakening, nor is it spurred by the ring of an alarm. Instead, it is driven by instinct, a feeling of someone watching them. In the way that only an experienced warrior can, both feign sleep as they shift about Sabine reaching beneath her pillow as Ezra prepares to summon his lightsaber to him.


Yet both are interrupted when they hear a bemused voice say “really you two, sleeping on the job?”


“What the hell Kanaan!” Sabine yells moving her hand blaster still in her grip “I could have shot you!”


Kannan for his part doesn’t seem worried as he says “Hmm, not so much” in an amused tone before shifting to a more solemn one as he looks at Ezra “Tristan said you were injured”


Ezra tries to shrug it off replying “it’s not that bad, I...”


However, Sabine is having none of it interrupting “he got shot, and I’ve already gotten rid of that stupid plastoid too.”


“Ezra” Kanaan says with disappointment colouring his tone and causing Ezra to rub the back of his neck sheepishly. After a few moments Kanaan obviously makes a decision however as he says “I think Ezra and I should go talk, while Sabine, you go help your mother with her plans to salvage the Imperial reactor.”


“Aww Kanaan...” Ezra begins trying to avoid what he is sure will be a truly noteworthy ‘discussion’ with Kanaan


However, as seems to be her pattern lately Sabine interrupts this time muttering “Gonna blow us all up. Gotta Kriffing hope that they haven’t disconnected...” her voice trailing off as she quickly pulls on her armour and practically sprints for the door.


Kanaan and Ezra both freeze momentarily looking at each other in concern over the way their resident explosives expert seems so concerned over the idea of scavenging the reactor. Part of both of them wants to chase after her, but the other part knows that if she wanted their help, she would ask. Instead, Kanaan waits while Ezra pulls on his clothes, wincing at the weight he now feels pulling in the freshly scarred wound as the Beskar sits against his jumpsuit.


Once he is dressed however they both leave the Nightbrother Ezra only stopping to summon his lightsaber and blaster. Once down the ramp, the pair begin to walk toward the plains outside the city, and the small rise that shields it from the wind. As they walk, they both remain silent, the only noise coming from their footsteps and the city now behind them. When they both reach the rise almost simultaneously, they drop down side by side and stare off into the distance, watching the Lothwolves and Lothcats moving through the grasses, stalking their dinner.


 


For several long minutes, neither of them speaks. Still, eventually, Kanaan breaches the silence that had hung over them asking “do you remember the days after Malachor, where I lost my way.”


“Kanaan...” Ezra begins sighing “that was different.”


Kanaan for his part continues regardless, looking towards the moon “no, it wasn’t. After I lost my sight, I felt useless, helpless, like I was a burden.”


“You weren’t” Ezra quickly defends


“And neither are you,” Kanaan says, turning to look at the man beside him “tell me, why do you feel the way you do?”


Ezra scoffs “I can’t fight; I can’t protect anyone, hell I can barely walk.”


“You seemed fine walking here” Kanaan observes


“That’s different, walking here, it’s...” Ezra trails off before continuing “how can I be a Jedi if I can’t fight to defend those who need it?”


Kanaan sits still, considering Ezra’s question before asking “you think your leg stops you from fighting?”


“Yes!” Ezra exclaims


Kanaan nods sagely “it is not your leg that is stopping you, my young apprentice. Look at Vader, he’s more machine than man, and yet he is one of the most dangerous warriors in the galaxy. Even though his limbs lack the grace of yours.”


Then chuckling he says “after all Vader didn’t have Mandalorian master craftsmen create his for him.”


Then Kanaan seems to come back to a more solemn tone as he says “no it is not your leg that stops you from fighting, it is you, you have decided that you will do not, and as such you can not. Your fear and pain are what stops you, my young apprentice.”


Ezra listens to Kanaan sighing as he nods at his master’s wisdom “then how do I get past this?”


Kanaan sits contemplatively before answering in that roundabout way that all Jedi masters seem to have perfected “That depends, on what you are afraid of, and is a question only you can answer.” However, he does offer one pearl of wisdom “In the meantime, I suggest talking with Sabine, she loves you, unconditionally, and it does neither of you any favours for you to hide this from her”


Ezra nods and the pair both fall back into silence as they sit there for several more moments until Ezra asks in a soft voice “but what if I fail? What if I kill my friends because I wasn’t fast enough? or because I couldn’t get there in time?”


“And at last we reach the root of your problem,” Kanaan says moving until he faces Ezra directly “Ezra, you can not let fear control your actions. You know this, remember with the Holocron, fear leads to anger, anger leads to hate, hate leads to suffering. The path to the Darkside is littered with those who had naught but the best of intentions.”


“Then what do I do?” Ezra asks “it haunts me, every night, whenever I close my eyes.”


Kanaan places his hand on Ezra`s shoulder "trust in the force, and confide in those around you. You don't have to fight this battle alone Ezra; Hera, Sabine, Zeb and I are all here for you, let us help you."


Ezra nods, taking in Kanaan's words before looking back over the plains as Kanaan does the same. They remain like that, bathed in the glow of the force and focussed on the world around them for almost half an hour until they are interrupted by the chirping of a commlink.


As soon as Kanaan thumbs it on they are greeted by the sound of Hera’s voice “hey, I just finished talking to Sabine, where about are you, we’re just about finished stripping the base of everything useful, but Sabine needs a hand moving the reactor out safely. Apparently, the Imperials modified this one somehow, and until she can get to the back of it, we can’t risk bringing a droid anywhere near it.”


“We’re just outside the city on the south rise” Kanaan responds before looking to Ezra who shrugs “you’ll probably need to send Zeb in the Phantom to come to pick us up.”


“Way ahead if you love,” Hera says while the sound of keys can be heard before she finishes “he’s about 5 minutes out.”


Kanaan rolls his eyes affectionately “Ok, I’ll see you soon, love you.”


“Love you too” Hera responds before signing off


Chapter 16
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
After Kanan and Ezra are picked up by Zeb, they arrive outside the garrison just in time to watch as Sabine knocks out another Mandalorian, this one wearing the colours of Clan Onyo. Disembarking they watch as 2 of the man’s compatriots drag him off as they hear Sabine yell “next time maybe he’ll think before he nearly blows up a city!”
Then Sabine turns around her eyes sweeping over the small crowd of assembled people, shooting Hera a sheepish look before her eyes land on Kanaan and Ezra. As has become more and more common now that they’re married Sabine doesn’t hide her affection, instead taking pride in it as she makes her way over to greet Ezra. Ezra for his part is still a little shocked when she presses a kiss to his cheek before taking his hand and pulling him towards the garrison.


As they walk over, Kanan falls in behind them listening as Sabine details how they need to move the reactor to allow her to disable some of the empires more explosive safeguards. All around them, people move out of their way, and it is partway between Sabine explaining the side effects of Electromagnetism on an active hyper matter reactor that Ezra realises that everyone seems to be showing them deference.


As soon as Sabine has finished her explanation, with one of her typical complaints about such an explosion being majority white despite the nature of the fuel source and how it needs more colour; Ezra asks “Sabine, why is everyone so careful to stay out of our way?”


“It’s not out of our way, it’s out of yours,” Sabine says then quickly realising how Ezra may take that she says “they all know that you almost singlehandedly repelled an entire Imperial invasion force. Not to mention the fact that you’re next in line to be the Count of Clan Wren.”


This last comment seems to leave Ezra sputtering as he asks “Wait, what?”


Sabine, for her part, rolls her eyes fondly “seriously Riduur, if I’m going to be the countess, what do you think that makes you?”


“But, I’m a street rat, I can’t be a count,” he protests before dropping into a softer voice that won’t carry “hell I can’t even read Sabine.”


Sabine pulls him aside before saying “Ezra, my love, none of that matters.”


Then laying her hand on his cheek and feeling him press himself against it seeking comfort she says “my people find great honour in hardship, the way you grew up, what you have sacrificed, all of it just makes you more worthy in their eyes.”


Rubbing his cheek with her thumb, she says “but even if it didn’t, none of that would matter, you have me, and future Countess or no, I love you, and anyone who has a problem with you will quickly find themselves alone in the cold.”


“I love you too,” he says, looking up into her eyes and giving her a small smile.


“Besides which, we can always teach you to read” Kanan responds from seemingly nowhere startling the two out of their moment and making them aware that they are still standing in a very public hallway.


Sabine is quick to recover, saying “come on, we should get this done before the empire decides to blow this thing remotely” and pulling Ezra with her as they resume their walk towards the generator.


 


When they arrive at the generator, it is clear to Kanaan that this is not a standard generator, instead in a cost-cutting measure typical of the Empire in the outer rim, this looks to be a converted generator off an old star cruiser, from the looks of it, an Acclimator troopship.


The three quickly get to work, Kanaan and Ezra working in tandem to make sure they move the reactor exactly how Sabine specifies, to ensure there are no accidental detonations. Beyond them, both being sure Hera would be pissed at their deaths, and Ursa pissed at the loss of a reactor, neither of them wants to deal with Sabine when she inevitably finds them in the force if her death is so monotone an explosion.


 


Hours later, the three emerge from the reactor room exhausted, but their job is done. All any of them wants to do is sleep, and now they will finally have the chance, just as soon as they get back to The Ghost, and let the Mandalorians know it is safe to move. They don’t waste time on either front, Sabine waving down a guard and instructing them to inform her mother while she stumbles alongside Ezra back toward the Ghost outside. As they stumble out of the building, they are unsurprised that the sun has started to rise again and Kanaan doesn’t even bother keying his code, instead just waving his hand and letting the force release the locking mechanism on the ramp of the Ghost. Once they’re inside Ezra sweeps Sabine into his arms and makes a force assisted leap to the top level as Kanan does the same. Minutes later they’re all crashing into bed, Ezra and Sabine in her room, Kanaan practically ontop of Hera startling the Twilek woman awake with a curse at her mate


“Kriff Kanaan, what the hell” Hera yells startled from what had been a pleasant sleep.


“Tired” Kanaan groans from where he lays half atop Hera.


Hera grumbles under her breath and quickly rolls her Jedi onto his side. Then pulling him upward she says “fine, but you’re making dinner for the next week since you woke me” before snuggling down onto Kanan, her Lek coming to stroke against his shoulder


Chapter End Notes


As always thoughts are appreciated, but keep in mind this is done in less than an hour as I get free time and as such is not subject to the normally extensive proofing process I use (it will be later, once complete)


Chapter 17
Chapter Notes


To be clear, normally a planet such as Lothal, on an outer rim territory would not have multiple garrisons, however, given the strategic importance it is likely that in addition to the imperial dome there are several prefab garrisons that would have been deployed by star destroyers


Surprisingly enough, little happens in the following days. Instead, the Spectres find themselves able to enjoy a small amount of downtime. Elsewhere on the planet the Mandalorians are setting up hidden outposts and building up their secret stronghold, but for once the crew of The Ghost have nothing to do with it. Instead, Ursa and Bo-Katan have been overseeing the construction themselves as they negotiate with the Lothalians for resources. While Fenn Rau provides distractions attacking the Imperial outposts and garrisons elsewhere on the planet with help from Clan Onyo. Strangely, however, Imperial dome in the capital remains ominously silent, seemingly content to bide their time not even attempting to send out a force to recapture the new stripped garrison.


It is this that allows the Spectres to take their ships and find a covert landing spot near some of the caves that border the southern border of Lothal’s primary continent. Once there they are quick to hide their ships amongst the rocky outcroppings the Ghost being covered in an electronic camouflage net while the Nightbrother is hidden in a cave and the front of the cave netted. Once their ships are secure, the spectres set up a small camp in one of the nearby caves, taking the opportunity to spread out a bit, rather than being cramped up in bases or ships for once.


Hera and Kanan quickly find themselves a place higher up on the cliffside, the sea mist wreaking havoc on Hera’s Lekku and Kanaan wishing for a dryer area that would keep his mate happy.


Zeb defying expectations chooses to make camp a bit closer to the water. Apparently, the smell of his wet fur doesn’t bother him, and he insists it’s been far too long since he has had the chance to do any decent fishing.


Chopper unsurprisingly decides to take this opportunity to stay aboard the ship. The saltwater is not good for his circuits, and he seems to be enjoying his time away from his ‘meatbags’ in sole command of The Ghost and arguing with the Navi-computer.


Ezra and Sabine also seem disinclined to abandon their ship, except their reasons, are a bit more practical. On the one hand Ezra’s prosthetic is acting up again, and he doesn’t want to be walking more than he has to, while Sabine doesn’t want to risk going swimming alone. Furthermore, they have brought the paints and other things necessary for Sabine to finally repaint the Nightbrother to her satisfaction even if the moisture means that the paint takes forever to dry.


Of course, this leads to another problem, that being that Sabine is not content to simply paint the outside of the ship, instead wanting to spend as much time as she can erasing all traces of the former Sith who inhabited it. As such she insists that Ezra and she camp in a nearby offshoot of the cave system, less they need to wear helmets all night for risk of fumes.


The days themselves are filled with peaceful activity for the Spectres, Hera and Kanan enjoy their time alone. Choosing to bask in the oft far too scarce opportunity to be together. Together they often do not arise until after midday, a sharp change from the patterns instilled in them by years of warfare, before spending the night laying side by side and gazing outwards to the skies over Lothal and watching the distant galaxies and planets floating by.


Zeb spends most of his days fishing as he had initially hoped, often rising before dawn to trek down the cliff face carefully before throwing his line out and settling in to watch the waves. Usually, he can even be found snoring having fallen asleep to the sounds of the ocean and only awakening as his line tugs against his finger singling his latest catch.


Sabine, at first spends the early parts of her days doing the extensive large work on the outside of their ship, finishing that early, so it has a chance it dry, before moving inside. Once inside, she sets about turning each room into something different. Gone are the once grey walls, now filled by different scenes from across the galaxy. One wall is the forests of Kashyyyk, on another the oceans of Chandrila, another even showing the rolling hills of Naboo. But it is their room that she puts the most effort into, one wall being devoted to a painting of Krownest, while another shows Ezra’s spire on Lothal, and a mural of their family graces the third with a swirling galaxy on the roof overhead.


Ezra in deference to Sabine doesn’t try and accompany his love during her hours spent painting, well aware of the solitude she requires for her best work. Instead, he spends his days doing little things. He awakens and makes their breakfast, kissing Sabine before shooing her off to continue her work. He spends his mornings practising his meditation, connecting through the force, healing and learning, trying to overcome his new prosthesis. He makes lunch, comming Sabine so as not to witness her work before she is ready before sitting down with her to look out over the waves together before she disappears again into her work. His afternoons are Sabre forms, guided by the Holocron as he tries to master the different forms as he builds a new one of his own, that works for him and the changes brought about to his style. The evenings are quiet times, spent cooking with Sabine over their campfire as they enjoy being together without the looming threat of death hanging over their heads before settling down for their meal. The nights are spent with Sabine, in unconscious mirror of Kanan and Hera, entwined closely beneath the stars as they reaffirm their devotion to one another.


 


This continues for almost two weeks, in the most prolonged period of uninterrupted rest that the spectres have ever had, until one night Kanan and Ezra both jolt upright from their sleep as a wave of cold seems to descend over them.


Chapter 18
The feeling of cold dread washes over the Spectres, the entire cave system seemingly dropping degree after degree to the point where one could conceivably see their own breath, or at least that is how it feels.


In reality, the temperature remains the same, but the air seems to cut harsher, more viscous waves across any exposed skin, and an ever-growing feeling of dread fills the caves. No longer is it solely Kanaan and Ezra who are awake, now the others have been roused from their rest by the growing darkness. Beside their partners Sabine and Hera both move to grab their own weapons and gear while Ezra and Kanan both hurry through getting dressed or armoured and armed.


Ezra for his part is just finished pulling his armour over his new leg when the force screams a warning at him. In moments his lightsaber is in hand and ignited as a shadow launches themselves into the room, a red blade held aloft. As the figure closes, however, a pulse emits from beside the bed, a repulsive firing toward the figure and knocking them out of the room momentarily and giving Ezra time enough to stand and close his belt clasp.


Above them simultaneously a pack of Vornskr dash through the tunnels into where Kanaan and Hera had been sleeping minutes before. Kanan, for his part, immediately turns to face them, becoming aware of the threat as they bound into the room. However, it is Hera that ultimately starts to put down the beasts unleashing a steady stream of fire toward them while Kanan dances around her trying to hold the now circling creatures at bay.


Back down with Ezra and Sabine the would-be assassin has recovered and come running back into the room a pale trail of green blood leaking from under their mask. As soon as they place eyes on Ezra however they quickly make their way toward him, only turning their gaze away to make sure Sabine isn’t about to ambush them.


In moments they have closed the distance and honestly it is all Ezra can do to keep them at bay. The strikes levelled against him are powerful, yet lighting quick, and promise a quick death as payment for any mistake he should make. He finds himself being pushed back, further and further towards the walls of the caves that had once protected them, but now entrap them.


Sabine for her part seeing this is quick to come to her husband’s aid and in true Mandalorian fashion, she doesn’t even consider her safety as she does. Instead, she draws her Darksaber and launches toward the figure, meeting them in a clash of blades and giving Ezra just enough time to move before he would have been trapped and ultimately killed. However, this brings about a new problem as the assassin turns their attacks on Sabine, who lacks the foresight granted to Ezra by the force. Sabine does her best to hold off her attacker, steadily moving away, giving as much ground as she can to avoid the attacks all together rather than face the force aided swing head-on. However, she isn’t given much choice as after several moments the figure manages to level a strike that she has no choice but to block.


For several moments they remain standing, the weight of the force bearing down on her as the assassin tries to overpower her. Then, at the moment before her defence breaks, and just before Sabine would have paid the ultimate price for her bravery, her gauntlet shifts just enough to point toward her enemy. Without hesitation, Sabine activates her gauntlet, and instead of a blazing blade of energy scorching through her she launches a molten stream of flame into the face of her attacker the liquid sticking and cloying to their armour and mask and causing them to stumble back.


This moment proves to be all the opportunity the pair need as Ezra who had been trying to find an opening that would allow him to strike without endangering Sabine launches himself at the assassin. Gone is the hesitation of the Jedi of old, gone is the self-doubt he had felt at his injury, and instead in its place is utter martial fury. In moments he is attacking, his blade coming down on his enemy who is still aflame. His blade narrowly missing the decapitation shot as they manage to block barely. However, Ezra is no longer being held back and has instead immersed himself in the force. He launches a flurry of blows at the assassin, overhead and slashing swipes that would have spelt death for anyone else, but as it is their killer manages to evade or avoid the worst of the damage, instead sustaining only minor injuries. But in focussing their energy on avoiding Ezra, the assassin has made a fatal mistake. From where she had stood practically forgotten moments earlier, Sabine takes her Darksaber and with silent fury swipes for the assassin, rending their head from their shoulders.


 


Above Ezra and Sabine, the fight had not been going so well. The Vornskr were voracious Hunters with a fine attunement to the force, and for every shot that did land, a dozen or more missed, singeing only hair or barely coming close enough for their heat to be felt. Worst of all, Hera was running out of charge packs for her blaster, and without it, the Vornskr pack would soon overwhelm Kanan. Kanan, for his part, had become resigned that this would be his fate, but he was desperate to ensure that it would not be Hera’s fate. Already he had decided that as soon as her blaster died, he would throw her to safety, even if it meant launching her out of the caves into the waves below.


However, before such a plan can come to fruition, there is a loud yell as Zeb comes racing toward them from where he has been climbing the rock face. His hair is more than a little singed, despite it’s soaked through nature and his bow staff has several new dents in it. But that doesn’t stop him from launching himself toward them his staff extended as he bats the Vornskr aside with quick flicks of his massive wrist before coming to stand opposite Kanan behind Hera.


Moments later the tide begins to turn against the Vornskr pack as Hera releases Zeb of his spare blaster and blaster cells and starts laying down even more substantial fire than before. By now the fury of the fire was overwhelming the beasts, and more and more were being felled until at last the last creature was decapitated following a last-ditch attack on Kanan.


Moments later as the body hits the floor, Zeb turns to say “glad that’s over... hey, wait, where are the kids?”


As if in response from below them, Kanan feels the force pulse with pain and anger and something that feels utterly foreign. Turning to Zeb, he quickly says “I’ll get them, you get Hera and get to the Ghost. We’ll meet you at the stronghold once it’s safe” before running off down towards where Ezra and Sabine are fighting.


 


Kanan arrives just in time to see Sabine beheld their would-be assassin and watch as Ezra seems to come back to himself again. Instantly the feeling he couldn’t identify seems to stop, and he realises it had been Ezra imbuing and attuning himself with the force to fight his enemy. Running toward the pair, he yells out, asking “are you two alright?”


Sabine looks at Ezra for a moment and the way he is focussing on the dispatched assassin before shrugging as Ezra asks “what the hell was that?” Then turning to Kanan, he says “it, it fought like an inquisitor, but stronger, with more hatred and it felt, it felt like Vader.”


Kanan walks closer to the body before using the force to take the fallen lightsaber from the ground. As his hand closes around the hilt, he feels a surge of the force and is greeted by visions of pain, and anger, and hatred. The hilt falls from his hand, landing with a clatter on the stone as Kanan visibly recoils as if burnt.


Just as he is about to respond, however, there is a loud crash sound from outside followed by the scream of tie fighters. Abandoning the subject for the moment, he instead commands “come on; we need to get out of here now!” Causing the teens to both start running with him toward the newly repainted Nightbrother.


As soon as the ramp has come into view, Kanan reaches out, opening it with the force and allowing them to all race up and into the ship. As he does, he vaguely hears Sabine muttering under her breath about what she’ll do to any imperial pilot that dares deface her newest artwork, but that is cut off as Sabine pushes him away from the controls and instead situates herself at the weapons as Ezra takes the helm. They make quick work of rocketing through the camouflage netting.


 


The next several minutes are a harrowing experience for Kanan, and he swears he has lost several years off his natural-born life due to the manoeuvres Ezra was pulling. He doesn’t know who had taught Ezra to fly like that, but whoever it was would give Hera a run for her money and hell for all he knows it could have even been Hera. Luckily though whether through skill or other means they find themselves clear of imperials after several minutes and rocketing over the ocean as they look for a place they can sweep the ship for tracers.


As they fly through, Ezra remembers his earlier question asking “what was that thing, Kanan?”


Kanan sighs as he remembers the feeling of darkness from the lightsaber, “that Ezra was a Sith stalker, an assassin, although I always thought they were just legends.”


“Yeah, well that legend nearly killed us!” Ezra exclaims


“I know” Kanan sighs rubbing his temple as he says “and if the empire has decided we rank that sort of attention, then we are in more trouble than we likely realise.”


End Notes


As always comments and feedback are appreciated


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


Sabine throws a surprise birthday party for Ezra. Along the way, she battles multiple obstacles, such as the base’s bubbly Social Committee, feelings she is definitely not feeling, and Chopper’s determination to absolutely wreck the entire thing. Set very late in S3.


Notes


So if you've read my Sabezra Ficlets, you'll notice they were inspired by "Drabbles of Sabine Wren" by Ciryc_Tal and foxsykitsune. This was the main work inspired by that work, actually, and all was good and well...until this work became so long that it had to be its own piece. So now I have two separate works inspired by the same work. Haha. Hope the authors don't mind! :) ❤ The stories perfectly combine fun, humor, fluff, and I wanted to tell that kind of story, too (since mostly I do Srs Stuff). So, here we are. A "flexy" (fluffy + sexy) piece that is a little cheesy but 95% angst-free.


The title, of course, is a reference to the moment in season 1 when Sabine cleans up the datacard from Ezra's home and finds the picture of him with his parents on it. The idea came from an image I randomly got in my mind of Sabine and Ezra in a kitchen with her looking at a bag of flour. Yeah, Idk why, either, but this 10k (supposed to be 3k) fic is the result of it.


Thank you, as usual/always, to my pal @aluckydenvermint for providing some tweaking on the idea for this. ❤❤❤😘


Inspired by Drabbles of Sabine Wren by Ciryc_Tal, foxsykitsune
Chapter 1
Setting her tray down with a clatter that seemed loud in the nearly empty mess hall on Chopper Base, Sabine took a seat next to Hera and glanced around at the other members of the Ghost crew. Kanan determinedly slogged through some mush on autopilot while Zeb just focused on drinking a large cup of caf, arms crossed. Hera did the same as she studied a datapad. Chopper wasn’t around, but he wouldn’t be. He avoided human interaction as much as possible, and he was probably off with AP-5 harassing him. Were any of them going to mention it?


“Where’s Ezra?” Sabine asked, glancing over her bland breakfast. It was no surprise many Rebels chose to skip the first meal of the day, preferring instead to either go hungry or sleep in.


“I thought he was with you,” Zeb said. Sabine frowned.


“We don’t spend all our waking hours together, Zeb.”


“Then probably sleeping. Lazy kid. Went to bed late and now he can’t get out of bed.”


“He was up reading,” Hera said. “Cut him some slack.”


Zeb rolled his eyes. “I’ll cut him some slack when he starts pulling his weight around here and stops leaving his junk all over my bunk.”


“You should write a poem about that,” Sabine commented, spooning some of the mush into her mouth. “‘Junk on My Bunk: An Ode to My Awful Roommate.’” She reached for the salt. Anything to make this stuff taste better.


“You know, I just might.”


Sabine smiled, and she caught Kanan and Hera smiling as well.


“It’s been three years,” Zeb whined. “Isn’t it time we gave him up? Returned him? I miss having my own cabin. Ezra’s loud.”


“Ezra is not a purchase,” Hera said. “He is a valuable member of this crew. We can’t just drop him back on Lothal and get a refund.”


“But he’s moody! And he takes all the blankets!”


“It’s not like you’re sharing a bunk,” Hera said. “It’s just a room.”


“A small room.”


Hera took a swig of her black caf and said nothing.


“How can you still drink that stuff?” Kanan asked, crossing his arms. “You’re going to rot a hole in your stomach and dissolve your teeth.”


“Kanan,” she replied patiently, “I’ve been drinking my caf black for over six years.”


“But it’s not good for you. The Two-Onebee said – ”


“Dear, if you don’t like the way I drink my caf, you can find yourself another ride.”


“She’s right, Kanan,” Zeb said.


“Maybe I will,” Kanan returned tartly.


Sabine shook her head to herself in amusement and continued to listen to them bicker. They were not, it seemed, going to mention it after all.


---


Immediately afterward, Sabine had a meeting. It was something she’d had to endure while here on Atollon, and she’d kept it secret and suffered through it for as long as she’d been planning this idea. Luckily, as a member of a crew that was frequently off-base, she didn’t have to attend many of these monthly meetings (and she mostly made herself scarce and skipped the other ones even when she was), but this particular one was special.


She’d been the one to call it.


“Sabine!” Raya exclaimed when she walked in the room. Sabine winced when the blond-haired Army lieutenant grabbed her in an armor-crushing hug. “You made it.”


“I called the meeting,” Sabine pointed out. She took the seat closest to the door for an easy exit. “Let’s get started.”


“Wait, first we have to take minutes,” said a brunette private from the Navy named Turry. She and Raya had started the committee.


Sabine waved her off. “No, no time for that. This is just a quick meeting because I want to do something for a member of my crew, and I need your help.”


Raya frowned. She hadn’t taken a seat yet and stood in the middle of the circle like a queen commanding her subjects. “This is awful short notice.”


“I gave you notice of the meeting two weeks ago, as per the bylaws. My crew does missions on literally a moment’s notice.”


“This isn’t a mission, Sabine. It’s a party you’re wanting. And you gave us notice of the meeting, not the party. Which you want tonight.”


Sabine rolled her eyes and opened her hands. “Yes, I understand. Surely you can get some half-decent gathering together for tonight. Say, twenty-one or twenty-one-thirty?”


“Number of guests?” asked Corporal Bennett gruffly. She was a woman from Spec Ops who had short, dark hair, and was not prone to time-wasting.


Sabine shrugged. “I don’t know, whoever wants to come?”


“Wait, wait,” Raya said, holding out her thin arms. Even in Army fatigues, she looked good. Of course, she’d rolled the sleeves up past her elbows and found a way to cinch the uniform tight at her waist, plus her long blond waves spilled out from under her cap that sat at an angle on her head, so that helped. “We have not yet established a purpose for this party.”


Sabine drew in a breath; hesitated. “It’s…” she started. “It’s Empire Day on Lothal.”


The explanation didn’t offer much, and Raya’s eyes narrowed. “So? Why are we celebrating that?”


“Well, this would be an anti-Empire Day party,” Sabine said, and hesitated just a little bit more. “It…is also my crewmate’s birthday,” she finished, a little lamely, if she had to be honest. “That’s the real reason.”


Raya put the backs of her wrists on her hips, looking much like Chopper when he did the same thing. Sabine raised her eyebrows in an effort to still the laughter in her throat. The lieutenant did take the wrong things a bit too seriously.


“Which one?” she said. Sabine turned her palms up.


“Would your answer change if you knew who it was?”


Raya’s mouth moved just the smallest bit, as if she were about to say that yes, maybe it would, but knew that was the wrong answer. “No, of course not,” she said. “Unless it’s the droid’s.”


Sabine leaned back in her seat and crossed arms and legs. “Chopper’s a member of the family just like any other. But we don’t celebrate the day he was made. We don’t even know when it was.”


Raya shook her head, as if this was all just simply too much to ask. “Sabine, I don’t know. This really is last-minute notice.”


“It’s a surprise party. It needed to be as last-minute as possible.”


“What, you think we’re all a bunch of chatty Chadra-Fans here? That we can’t keep secrets? Monette is Intelligence, you know, and she – ”


Monette. That was the name of the quiet, dark-skinned woman over in the corner waving Raya off. Sabine had never bothered to learn her name, because they were rarely on-base at the same time.


“Just let her continue, Raya,” Monette said. “Also, speciesist.”


Raya rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. “Wasn’t meant as an insult.”


“Wouldn’t hurt to have a little diversity around here, you know – ”


“Look, I reminded Misshka of the meeting, but she’s bristly.”


“So now Trandoshans are bristly. Why don’t you just go ahead and say they’re prickly because they have scales?”


Sabine stood up quickly, causing her chair to scrape back. Her hands had balled into fists. This was exactly why she didn’t hang out with other girls. “Party,” she said. “Tonight. Twenty-one hundred. The big briefing room. Figure out drinks and food. And music if you want. I don’t care. Invite whoever you want, and tell them it’s an anti-Empire Day party. But don’t you dare spill about it being for my crewmate’s birthday.”


With a threatening glare, she turned and keyed the door.


“Wait,” Raya called. “You want us to do all this work. What are you contributing?”


“I’ll attempt to bake a Mandalorian celebration cake without burning down the base.”


“It’s going to have razors in it,” someone murmured to another.


“Bye, Sabine!” called Monette cheerily from behind her. Sabine smiled as she left. Monette might be a good ally to have sometime.


---


When Sabine returned to the Ghost, all was quiet. She listened for a few moments, but heard nothing. Ezra, apparently, was still sleeping, and Sabine crept to his and Zeb’s cabin. It opened silently, to reveal him completely passed out on his bunk, covers pulled all the way up except for part of his arm dangling out over the side. Her original plan was to scare him awake, but for a moment, she considered doing something more abjectly humiliating, like painting his nails. With a devilish smile at the thought of his horror, she shook her head to rid it to the back of her mind for later.


He should know better than to sleep in with his door unlocked.


The cabins weren’t all that big, so it only took a few silent steps before she was in front of him. Grinning now, imagining him going berserk at being startled awake, she splayed her hand as far as she could and lowered it to the covers.


“Morning, starshine!” she yelled as she gave his midsection a fierce tickle.


Ezra woke with a loud and particularly violent gasp, the hand under the covers coming out to grab hers with reflexes only a Jedi had. His fingers closed around her wrist, but it did no good – the action carried his weight over the side of the bunk, and Sabine stumbled back as he tumbled down. She caught his (substantial, and surprising) weight and went down with him. They landed with her on her back and his hands to either side of her shoulders supporting his weight as he pinned her.


“You,” she grunted, “suck.”


Ezra reached up to wipe sleep from his eyes, leaving one hand on the floor at Sabine’s side, and some of his weight shifted off her. “Have you ever heard the story about not waking the sleeping loth-bear?” he mumbled.


“No. I’m not Lothalian. Why would I?”


“Don’t wake the sleeping loth-bear.”


“And you’re the loth-bear.”


“I’m the loth-bear,” he replied, the words hardly intelligible. He dug the heel of his hand into his eye. “Why’dju wake me?”


“Because it’s past oh-nine-hundred. Thought you might want to start, y’know, contributing to the insurrection, if you wouldn’t mind.”


Ezra yawned and didn’t reply, his gaze over her head and him seemingly still unaware that he was awake, which was when Sabine noticed two things: first, he hadn’t moved off her, and second, he was shirtless.


Which led to a third thing: he’d changed since she’d last seen him without a shirt.


Not that she went around looking for it – she tried to avoid stumbling upon any of the crewmembers sans proper coverings – but last time, he hadn’t filled out yet, hadn’t developed any of these smooth curves.


She was surprised. And she was staring.


Rousing herself back to the present before her mind could wander, she smacked his shoulder with the flat of her hand and demanded irritably, “Get off.”


Ezra looked at her, locked eyes with her for a second that was way, way too long, and then complied, rolling off to the side onto his back and rubbing his eyes again. He lay with his knees bent up, pajama pants a good few centimeters above his ankles. He really had grown. Sabine’s eyes swept him again all on their own without her permission, and they caught on the line of dark hair from his navel traveling down, down to the waistband of his pants, to disappear tantalizingly below. Blinking hard, Sabine pulled her gaze away.


“Did you bring me food?” Ezra asked, his innate ability to say something stupid and ruin a moment thoroughly cooling any heat she had felt.


“No. What are you, a house pet?” Noticing his shirt on the shelf lining the right side of the cabin, she stood, grabbed it, and then dropped it on his face. “Let’s go.”


Chapter 2
Chapter Summary


*insert joke about things heating up in the kitchen*


Ezra had managed to disappear by the time Sabine was ready to bake the Mandalorian celebration cake for his party. Not being the domestic type, she’d also intended on roping him into it. Yes, she had planned this party for him, but she also wanted to make him work for it.


A thorough search of the base found him in the gym finishing up his workout. Usually he exercised in the morning, but Sabine wondered if his routine was different today because he was trying to keep his mind off of Empire Day. She crossed her arms and leaned against a stack of old mats, watching as he finished up reps of crunches, alternating between abdominals and obliques. A handful of other rebels were scattered around the gym doing their own workouts, and he was off by himself as well. Given how hard he was breathing, he must’ve been near the very end of the workout, so Sabine approached him. His head was to her, but she knew there was little chance she’d surprise him. As she walked up, her vision snagged on a bead of sweat trickling down his stomach to his side, and she wondered, again…when had this happened? She reflected back on the scrawny boy she’d accidentally seen coming out of the refresher one day early on, who’d scrambled away to his cabin when he’d realized she’d seen him. In his place was this…man, apparently…with defined muscles, more pronounced facial features, and –


“Almost done,” he grunted out as he bent up. “What you want?”


“Uh,” Sabine quickly replied, ripping her thoughts away and feeling herself color. She’d never been fascinated before by watching his muscles work; they were the same as anyone else’s, after all. “Need your help. In the kitchen.”


“Blech, why?”


“Just hurry up.”


“Sure.” He sat up for good, took a few deep breaths, and turned over to do push-ups. “Let me finish these up.”


“Okay.” She turned to go –


“I’m almost done.”


Scowling, Sabine turned back, but she didn’t watch him. She watched anything but him. One of the most handsome fighter pilots was working out as well, clearly showing off for a couple of the Army girls in the corner who were acting like they were working with resistance bands, but were really just giggling like schoolgirls while the pilot pretended he didn’t notice. A smile grew on Sabine’s face.


“Goodness,” she said in a breathy voice. “Are those girls staring?”


“What?!” Ezra immediately lost his rhythm and dropped to the mat with a loud thump that reverberated around the room. The girls looked over and, seeing him flat on his face, chuckled at his misfortune.


“Nice one, Bridger!” called the pilot.


“You know where to shove it, Andros,” Ezra called back. Sabine quirked a smile and put her hand out. “You’re a jerk,” he muttered, rubbing his sore chin with one hand and taking hers with the other.


“You’re easy prey,” she said, hauling him to his feet. “You would think your reputation would precede you. Last of the Jedi, part of the Ghost crew… How do you not have a queue lining up outside your door every night?”


“I know, I’m such a catch,” he said. He ran his hand through his sweaty hair, causing a drop to land on Sabine’s hand. She made a face and quickly rubbed it off on her pant leg. “Plus I’m an orphan. Surely that has to count for something.”


“Less than you think in the Rebellion.”


“True.”


She wished he’d put a shirt on. “Get cleaned up,” she said. “And come find me.”


---


“Tell me again what we’re doing?” Ezra asked as they headed through the base to the kitchen. “I’m still not clear on the details.”


“I’m a nice person,” Sabine said. “And I organized an anti-Empire Day party for you.”


“You’re a nice… See, that’s where you lost me.” He ducked the fist she swung at his head. “Really, you’re going to make something? The most I’ve ever seen you do in the kitchen is rehydrate bread.”


“Yeah?” Sabine replied with an arched brow. “And you’re so good yourself?”


Ezra gave her a cocky grin. “I’m good at everything.”


Sabine frowned, affecting a look of scrutiny. “What’s that on your jacket?” she asked, tapping her finger against his chest. He took the bait and looked down. She flicked her fingers up to hit him on the underside of the nose. “Gullibility is generally not seen as a strength.”


Ezra growled and rubbed his nose. “Forgive me if I don’t see you as the baking type.”


“There’s a lot about me you don’t know,” Sabine returned as she breezed through the kitchen door.


“I know,” he said quietly.


Her comment was meant as a teasing repartee, but his response indicated it struck a little deep. She did hold things back – a lot – and even though they’d become good friends over the past year, she still held back and kept him at a distance – as she’d always done with people.


“Well, I’m not all that interesting anyway,” she said to cover the awkward moment as she pulled out her datapad and brought up the recipe she’d found.


“I think you are.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “Yes, Ezra, I know.”


He snorted good-naturedly.


“Okay,” she said as she finished reading through the recipe. “This doesn’t look that complicated. We might have to figure out some substitutions, but…” She glanced around the makeshift kitchen. None of the cabinets were labeled. “Any idea where we find anything around here?”


“You think I know?” Ezra replied as he started opening doors.


Sabine shrugged. “Knowing your history of raiding the Ghost’s galley at all hours, and the magical, mystical Force you live with, I thought it was not too far outside the realm of possibility that you either a. knew where everything was or b. could sense it,” she finished in a low voice. Ezra looked over at her with a frown, which she returned with a smirk. He could be touchy about the Jedi thing sometimes.


“What’s the first ingredient?” he asked.


“Flour. Then sugar, some spices…we’re sure not going to get that one around here…or that one…” Sabine scanned down the list again. “Eggs.”


“Wait, I might be able to…”


Sabine turned around to find him with closed eyes and a hand held out, like she’d seen him and Kanan do countless times when they were reaching out with the Force. She watched with narrowing eyes as he walked to the cooler and opened the door. Shaking her head, she turned back around and continued searching for the flour.


Sabine sensed his attack not even a second before he did it. The neck of her bodysuit opened up briefly before a cube of ice slid down her bare back. She gasped at the sensation and dropped the datapad on the countertop so she could reach around behind herself for the ice. Unfortunately, it was stuck inside her bodysuit, and without completely stripping, she couldn’t get it out. She’d just have to wait for it to melt. It reached the small of her back and she arched away from it, then turned back to Ezra with a glare.


“That’s for making fun of me!” he said before proceeding to laugh at her discomfort. Sabine growled, but she recognized when she had lost.


“Fine,” she muttered. “I apologize for bruising your fragile little wizard ego.” She opened up another cabinet and found the stacks of flour in bags. Unfortunately, she needed a specific type, and it was located on the very top shelf – way beyond her reach. “Help me get that, will you?” she asked, pointing to it.


Ezra affected a thoughtful expression. “I could…or I could let you try to get it yourself.”


“You know, it wasn’t that long ago that I was taller than you. This stupid cake is for your party that I arranged.”


“Fine, fine,” he said, and before she had a chance to prepare herself, he grabbed her from behind, arms wrapped below her hips, and lifted her up. “Ugh, your back is cold. Can you reach it?”


“Then get your face out of it, and yes, I can.” Sabine grabbed the small bag, ignoring just where exactly his arms were and how they pressed into her hips, and he lowered her back down to the floor. The raw strength of him surprised her. He’d picked her up like she weighed literally nothing. “You could have just used the Force for that, you know.”


He shrugged. “I’m saving it up for when it actually matters.”


“What, like you have to recharge or something?” She opened up the bag and peered inside. “Should be enough. Now to see if I can read these instructions. The translation is terrible.”


She hopped up on the counter and studied the writing. The Basic was awful, so she tried the Rodian. Before she was even aware it was happening, Ezra had stepped into her personal space, way closer than she usually allowed people (but for some reason, always allowed him), and was looking at the bag, too. He was between her legs, pressed close, looking at the letters upside down. His reading skills were a lot better than they used to be, but trying to read Rodian upside down wasn’t going to get him anywhere. He was just trying to help, but…he was awfully close.


“Here, why don’t you try?” Sabine suggested, shoving the bag at him. He took it, eyes moving across the words, and she watched him for a moment, doing her best to blank her thoughts in case he might pick up on them. He hadn’t moved away from her. He was – probably unconsciously – leaning into her, but she was sitting on the very edge of the counter, and his body was literally pressed all the way against hers. Focusing intently on the foreign language, brow scrunched together and mouth turned down as he concentrated, he obviously had absolutely no idea what he was doing or where exactly he was pressing. The metal of his lightsaber pommel dug into the crook of her thigh, reminding her sharply of his strength and power as a Jedi, but that wasn't the most uncomfortable part. His body was all lean hardness against hers, not at all what she was used to from him. It was like she hadn’t even noticed it, even in their sparring over the last year. Malachor had really been the defining moment, but so much of what had happened after it had been bad changes, that she’d not even noticed the good. Somehow, Ezra Bridger had turned from a boy into a man, and Sabine had been oblivious.


Not that she’d wanted to see, necessarily. To her, in a lot of ways, he’d always been and maybe always would be a boy.


It should have been awkward, there in the kitchen. It really should have been. This was literally the first time they’d ever been in a position like this, even with some of their tighter spots in battle. But instead, Sabine found herself wanting to reach out and touch his hip, maybe bring him even closer. She scolded herself and bit her tongue, forcing some pain into her body to bring herself back to reality. She got like this every so often, she remembered. Lonely, touch-starved, wanting more than just a hug from Kanan or Hera. Ezra was the logical choice, of course. Didn’t mean she had any feelings for the guy. Of course.


“I can’t make a loth-cat’s rear or nose from it,” Ezra said into her musings, once again taking the heat from her cheeks and dissipating it instantly. He could be such…such…such a boy.


“Give me that.” Sabine snatched the bag of flour back and studied it again, frowning hard.


“Oh, you said you needed salt,” he said. “I saw some up here.”


“You’re salty,” Sabine muttered, the words blurring before her. Kriff, she couldn’t think.


Ezra reached above her, brushing her face with his jacket sleeve and filling her nose with his familiar scent. It was something she found comforting these days, much as that surprised her. She’d joked about it their first year together, but now he smelled less street and more… She couldn’t think of the right word. Well taken care of. Mature. Like home.


Not liking that thought one bit, Sabine readjusted on the counter, the hard surface causing her some soreness. She accidentally bumped him – a little too close, a little too personal – and he all but jumped back. Now he’d realized their position.


“What else do you need?” he asked quickly, voice tight. Sabine couldn’t help the small smile that came to her face. While she’d never encouraged his infatuation with her, it was flattering in its own way, and sometimes, it was just nice to know she still got to him – especially as they matured and grew up, and she got to him in such clearly…mature ways.


“Just a couple more things,” she said, “and then we’ll be done.”


Chapter 3
Chapter Summary


Party night, despite Chopper’s best efforts.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
“Sabine, it’s Raya. Why did you cancel the party?”


Sabine frowned, the comlink held up to her mouth as she tried to figure out what was going on. “Excuse me?”


“Your droid commed me. Chop-Fur? He said the party was off because you were having some problems.”


Sabine’s brows quickly came together, and anger sparked inside her. This was so like Chopper. “Did he, now? What kind of problems?”


“Female problems.”


“Oh, for kriff’s…” Sabine put her hand to her forehead, closing her eyes and counting to five. So like Chopper. “No, I didn’t tell him to do that. Don’t believe a word he says.”


“Oh,” Raya said. She sounded confused. “Okay…”


Sabine disconnected and counted to five again.


---


The one thing Sabine hadn’t anticipated – besides Chopper’s meddling – was Ezra’s reluctance to attend the party.


“I dunno,” he said, lying on his back in his bunk reading on his datapad. “It’s kind of late.”


“Kind of late?” Sabine repeated. “Ezra, it’s not even twenty-one hundred.”


“I know, but…parties aren’t really my thing, Sabine. I’m not really the party type.”


She rolled her eyes and took her fists from her hips so she could cross her arms. “Yeah. I know. You’re not exactly fun at parties.”


At this, Ezra frowned. “I resent that. I’m a ton of fun.”


“Oh, yeah, yeah, last of the Jedi and all. So much fun. Not at all serious.”


“I’m not too serious.”


“Ezra, you have two modes: you are either too serious, or you act like a five-year-old. I hate to be the one to ask, but will the five-year-old come out to play tonight?”


Ezra rolled his eyes right back and returned to his book. “Well, with a request like that…”


Sabine dropped the teasing. “C’mon, Ezra, seriously. I planned this just for you.”


His eyes lifted from the screen, and he was silent a moment. “You did?”


“Yes, you di’kut. Who else did you think I organized an anti-Empire Day party for?”


Ezra switched off the reader and jumped down off his bunk. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be ungrateful.”


Sabine cuffed him on the back of the head. “That’s more like it. Now let’s go.”


---


“Sabine? It’s Raya again.”


“Hang on, I have to take this,” Sabine said to Ezra, and stepped away to somewhere private. “What’s up?” she replied quietly to Raya.


“Heard from Chop-Fur again. I know you said he was lying, and he called to apologize and say he got things mixed up.”


“That is one of the many ways you know he’s lying. Chop never apologizes.”


“I know it’s in five minutes, but we have to cancel the party. He said that Bridger’s not allowed to attend.”


Once again, Sabine frowned. “And why not…?”


“He said Bridger gets really rowdy when he’s drunk and was issued a ban on Lothal for parties, that he got blacklisted from a bunch of places – ”


Sabine disconnected immediately and stuffed the comlink away.


---


Raya was standing by with her comlink so that as soon as Sabine sent a signal, Raya knew to get the party-goers ready. As soon as Sabine and Ezra walked through the doors of the conference room, Raya flipped on the lights, and most of the gathered sentients remembered to shout, “Happy Birthday, Ezra!” A few failed, with a “Happy Birthday, Tim!” and the like, to which Raya sent icy glares. Ezra fell back a step at the greeting, a blush coming to his cheeks. Sabine watched as he swallowed and quickly surveyed the room. Raya, for all her irritating punctiliousness, had come through on that end, gathering together an array of food and nonalcoholic beverages on the center table. In a corner, however, a small side table sagged under the weight of multiple kegs and a large variety of hard liquor gotten under no doubt less-than-legitimate means. An Army private around Sabine’s age named Prento was edging around the walls of the room, hanging up rude signs about all the things humans could do legally on most worlds when they turned eighteen.


“Thank you, guys,” Ezra said. “Wow. Really.” Prento loudly ripped off a piece of tape and slapped a sign up. Ezra caught sight of it, read it, and frowned. “Wow,” he said again. “Didn’t know that was legal.”


Raya looked over, widened her eyes, and dashed over to the sign. “Thank you, Private,” she said politely. “But that won’t be necessary. I’m sure Bridger is aware of all his rights now that he’s eighteen.”


“I actually wasn’t aware of that one,” Ezra said.


“Don’t think you’ll ever need to be,” Sabine said, grabbing his arm and steering him toward the food table. “Here. Try my cake.”


Monette from Intelligence snorted and elbowed Sabine, who glared at her. “You got a problem with something I said?” Sabine snapped.


“Nope,” Monette said, already halfway through a red cup of what smelled like almost straight liquor. “But maybe you do.”


Sabine hissed at her and turned back to the table. “Anyway, it seems to have turned out okay.” She grabbed a knife to begin cutting it, but she could sense that Ezra wasn’t paying attention to it. Instead, his full attention was on her. Years of working with him, being his friend, not to mention Mandalorian training, had taught her how to be aware of others. She didn’t need the Force for that. Mostly, though…it was because she knew him so well, that she knew he wasn’t paying attention to what she was doing, but to her. Still, she continued her task, putting a small piece of the cake onto a plate, getting some of the thin frosting onto her thumb and fingertip. When she looked up at Ezra again, her finger in her mouth to lick the frosting off, his eyes were on her.


“Thank you,” he said again, eyes darting to her mouth for a split-second before going up to her own eyes again. Force, he was on a hair-trigger. “I didn’t know you did all this for me.”


“Of course not,” Sabine said, reaching down to grab a napkin to wipe her thumb. Best not to clean it off in her mouth, or he might explode. “It was a surprise party.”


He twitched a little, like maybe he wanted to hug her, and she leaned back ever so slightly. He didn’t need to make things weird. She was just being nice. Things were starting to get rowdy around them, so she raised her voice.


“I just thought…since you were turning eighteen…you might want something nice. Your birthday being on Empire Day and all.”


Someone finally got the music going, and it blared out, way, way too loud, from the speakers, and another person shouted in joy as he triumphantly broke open two bottles of dusty, old, cheap liquor that probably tasted like rubbing alcohol (and possibly was. Who knew?).


“Yeah, I can do that now,” Ezra said, pointing at the sign that had been ripped down. Sabine pushed his hand down.


“Don’t think about that,” she said with a quick shake of her head. “Don’t.”


It took Sabine pressing a mixed drink into Ezra’s hand for him to loosen up a bit, and after a while, he was able to relax more. It was rare that they saw anyone they knew on base for an extended period of time, and they were both able to enjoy catching up, laughing, having a good time and pretending like things were normal…or that even in the Rebellion, that they were normal, and not part of the Ghost crew, wanted personally by Grand Admiral Thrawn.  Somehow, though, they both agreed to a few hands of sabacc – which both of them were equally terrible at – and began to bet things they didn’t have. Stupidly, they were up against a couple Pathfinders, and with the alcohol warming their veins pleasantly, they went ahead and bet against the guys.


And lost. Terribly.


“Our game,” one said gruffly. “Now turn over your lightsaber.”


“Wait, what?” Ezra said, brain catching up way too slowly.


“You heard him,” said the other Pathfinder, nodding at his buddy. “Turn it over, Bridger.”


“Oh, sh – I can’t…I can’t do that…”


The men folded their arms and leaned back, waiting.


“Good game, though, good game.” Ezra reached out to shake their hands, but they simply looked down at his outstretched arm with disdain. “No?”


The first man held his palm out. “Lightsaber. Now.”


“Always wanted one of those,” said the second. “What’s the first thing you’re gonna do with it, Murkov?”


“Gonna slice some fruit, then make arrows outta those krykna legs.”


“Please don’t hurt the spiders,” Ezra said. Both men raised a brow.


“Boy, are you handing it over, or do we gotta take it by force?”


“That’s actually a good pun – ”


“Time to go,” Sabine said, grabbing his arm and hauling him up.


“Wait, my drink!” He grabbed it as Sabine quickly retreated through the thick crowd toward the back exit, dragging him after her with the two Pathfinders shouting after them. She heard his laugh behind her and wondered just what, exactly, she’d gotten herself into.


Chapter End Notes
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----


Ezra was chatting with some of the non-military base staff in a corner – probably about scoring extra gear or something – when someone shouted Sabine’s name.
“Hey, Wren. Wren!”
Sabine turned to find a female pilot standing at her side, a girl around her age named Evie. “Yeah?” she asked, taking a sip of her drink.
“Nice party,” Evie said.
“Thanks. It was mostly Raya.”
Evie nodded. “Question: does Bridger date?”
Sabine couldn’t help it; she literally spit her drink out, narrowly missing the lieutenant, who frowned at her. “Does he…does he date?”
The frown deepened. “I’m sorry, what part of that was unclear?”
“No, he…” Then she couldn’t help it again; she snorted a laugh. “No, Evie, he doesn’t date. We don’t have that kind of time.”
“We like you and him, or…?”
“The whole crew. We’re kind of busy. Maybe you starfighter jockeys have more downtime than us, but we don’t have much time for dating.”
Unsurprisingly, Ezra took that moment to utilize his uncanny skill for bad timing and wandered back over. “Hey, Evie,” he said.
“What are you doing tonight?” she asked boldly.
“This,” he replied, and Sabine rolled her eyes. To her credit, Evie didn’t.
“I mean after this.”
“Sleeping?”
“You should come by the pilots’ lounge. It’ll just be me and a couple other people. Quiet. Or, um…where did they put you again? Were you guys assigned quarters on base?”
“Yeah, in the west wing,” Ezra replied. “They put me with Zeb, unfortunately. But mostly he stays on the ship.”
While Sabine wished he hadn’t said that – she’d spotted the pilot’s vector a kilometer away – still, this was interesting. She watched with bemusement as it unfolded before her.
Evie crossed her arms and smiled at him. “Maybe I could stop by. We could chat for a bit, get to know each other. You could show me your Jedi stuff.”
Sabine snorted so loud both of their heads snapped toward her. Evie glared before shoving a slip of flimsi at Ezra with her comlink frequency and storming away.
“Hey!” Ezra said. “What was that all about?”
“Ezra,” Sabine said, chin trembling as she tried not to laugh. “She wants to see your Jedi stuff.”
“So?” he fired back, a dirty scowl on his face. “She’s a nice person. You never want to see my Jedi stuff!”
“No, I most certainly do not. Do you…” She motioned with her hand, toward where Evie had exited. “…understand what that was all about?”
“Yeah, she’s interested in the Force.”
“Not that Force. It was about…” She made the universal gesture with her hands, and Ezra made a face.
“No way,” he said. “Evie’s a nice person. She’s always been friendly.”
“So?” Sabine replied. “Nice, friendly people can’t try to get in other people’s pants?”
“She was not trying to…” He broke off and was quiet a moment. “Was she?”
Sabine sighed in frustration and slapped her forehead. “Yes, Ezra, she was. That was a blatant attempt to get you in bed.”


Chapter 4
Chapter Summary


Happy Birthday indeed...


The base was mostly dark with it being nighttime, but they could still hear the music blasting out from the conference room.


“In here!” Sabine found a small room (with no door) and pushed Ezra in. They crouched in the darkness, pressed closed together and watching as the Pathfinders searched them out. In truth, the men could have found them pretty easily – being Pathfinders and all – but they didn’t seem to be searching all that hard.


“Kriff this,” the first one said. “Let’s go back to the party. I didn’t want his lightsaber all that bad anyway.”


“I think she does, though,” the second replied wryly. “Probably why she ran off with him.”


The other guy snorted in amusement, and Sabine covered her mouth to keep her own laugh in. Ezra didn’t move, still staring at their pursuers.


“Your lightsaber,” she hissed, shaking with silent laughter.


“Please,” Ezra muttered. “You think I haven’t heard that before? It’s the oldest euphemism in the galaxy.”


“Besides ‘cave,’ maybe.”


“‘Cave’?” It took a moment for him to catch on. “Mm,” he said in understanding.


“You don’t find a lot of lightsabers in caves, though,” Sabine said as she peered out the doorway again to see if the coast was clear. “Against the rules.” She belatedly caught herself. Was she flirting with him? The thought was horrifying.


“Very against the rules,” Ezra replied. “See anyone?”


“No,” she said, hating how warm her cheeks felt and how hard her breath was to catch. Probably the alcohol. Had to be. “So are you pretty committed to the celibacy thing or – ”


Just then, the sound of a group of running feet came to their ears, and Ezra pushed Sabine back against the wall to the side of the door and covered her body with his, getting them out of sight just in time. Not that they were doing anything untoward or against the Rebellion’s rules; they just simply looked suspicious.


“Uh, no,” Ezra answered as he strained his neck to check out the door again. “Wasn’t planning on it. Why?”


She didn’t have her own answer for that – she didn’t know herself why she’d asked in the first place – so instead she shook her head, annoyed at herself, and held still, listening to the sound of feet receding and wondering why, exactly, they kept hiding in the dark like this. The Pathfinders already gave up minutes ago and likely really didn’t give much of a damn about the sabacc bet either way. Going back to the party was probably not an option, though, given that disastrous bet, but they could still turn in early or go for a walk outside. The music was still loud, thumping around them, and Sabine wondered if she should comm Raya and ask her to have it turned down. Then again, if she knew Raya, the woman had already tried.


Another couple moments of silence had passed when Sabine realized that Ezra wasn’t moving away, and what was more, neither was she. They were each focused on some distant point in space, close to one another, comfortable. Except his press against her was too close, intimate, not really that of a friend. She could feel his belt buckle against her abdomen, his holster, the heavy blaster he carried. He’d showered after his workout this morning, and she could smell that on him, the terrible generic soap and shampoo the base carried (that somehow didn’t smell as bad as she remembered now). When he breathed out against her, she felt his chest rise and fall, and she caught a faint whiff of the cheap alcohol. She was so aware of him right now – too aware, really, and when she looked up at him, she found his eyes on her.


“Did I thank you already?” he asked into the silence between them.


“Yes,” Sabine said. “A few times, actually. You’re very welcome.”


“That was really kind.” His gaze flicked microscopically down for a moment (to her lips, she wondered?)…and then back up. “Thank you.”


And then she sensed it: the shift in the air right between them. She knew exactly what this was. It was the charged electricity before the storm of a kiss. His mouth opened again as if he had more to say, but then he closed it, and he swallowed. He felt it, too, and he was nervous. Was he going to do it? Did she want it? Did she want things to change between them like that? Because this wouldn’t be a kiss like the few boys at the Academy; with Ezra, it would be totally, completely different. It would be crossing a line of no return, even though it was something as small and seemingly inconsequential as a kiss.


She shouldn’t feel it. She shouldn’t be feeling this.


His gaze was so intense. She couldn’t look away from his eyes. They were going to kiss. Finally, after all this time, it was going to happen. Her idle curiosity about what it would feel like, what his lips tasted like, would finally be satisfied, and she could stop wondering. She could touch him and see what his skin felt like, too. Feel the strength under it.


…except she couldn’t do it.


She had to look away. She had to stop it.


So she did. She forced herself to break Ezra’s gaze, and she looked down at the floor and crossed her arms. Immediately the tension dissipated.


“Want to go for a walk?” she asked the floor.


“Sure,” Ezra replied, his voice getting stuck on the way out. He cleared his throat and took a step back from her. “Sure.”


And just to throw him off, to get things back on track –


“I have a Jedi question,” Sabine said.


Ezra frowned – obviously thrown like she’d hoped he would be. “Uh, okay. Now? Of…all times?”


Obviously it was a buzzkill for him, too.


Sabine nodded. “Yes. I was wondering…is ‘lightsaber practice’ also a euphemism?”


“Euphemism for…?” Again, it took him a moment to catch her meaning, and then his eyebrows shot up. “Oh. No, I mean, I don’t use it that way, but I guess it could…that’s actually pretty creative… I mean, when I say I’m going to practice with my lightsaber, I don’t mean…now you’re laughing again.”


“You guys just do an awful lot of – ” she hooked her fingers in the air “ – lightsaber practice, and I know you in particular like to do it alone.”


Even in the dim light, she could see Ezra’s face burst into scarlet flames as he glared at her. “You are foul,” he said. “Can’t you take me seriously? Ever?”


Sabine shook her head as she smiled. “No.”


“One of the last remaining Jedi, and this is the treatment I get,” he said. “And on my birthday besides. You didn’t even get me a birthday present.”


True, she hadn’t. But she had thrown him a party. “How do you know?” she shot back.


“Where is it, then?”


She shrugged. “Maybe you have to find it.”


His brows rose again. “Oh? Sounds intriguing.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “Okay, look. Eighteen is a big deal. I get it. On most human worlds, you can adopt a child, vote, buy cigs, and you’re not considered jailbait anymore.”


“Very important,” Ezra said. “For all the older women interested in me.”


And around went her eyes again. “Right,” she muttered. “So how ’bout this: I will grant you one wish for your birthday.”


“One wish, huh? Anything I want?”


“Within reason. And legal.”


“Well, that takes a lot of the fun out of it.” He thought a minute. “Anything I want?”


Sabine eyed him. “Don’t push it.”


“Fine. I want the truth.”


For some reason, the words, the tone, the look on his face, made Sabine’s lips part as she sucked in a breath. The truth about…what…?


“The truth?” she repeated numbly. “Not extra thermal detonators or painting Zeb’s fur tips green or recalibrating Chopper so he goes left when he means to go right?”


Ezra nodded, humor nowhere to be found on his face. “The truth.” He was so close again that all those scents wrapped around themselves in her brain again. She blinked a few times, trying to force herself to get control. “A couple minutes ago…”


Sabine waited, watching him with growing anxiety. It seemed he was gathering his courage. When he spoke, he didn’t hesitate.


“Did you want to kiss me?”


This time, her gasp was more audible. She felt cold all over. Had he really asked her that? Her mind scrambled to come up with a response, working on overdrive.


“Do you have a backup wish?” she asked in a breathy voice, and she could’ve kicked herself for the weakness she heard. C’mon, Sabine!


“Sabine…” he said quietly. She tried to back away, but only the cold wall of the base was behind her, a side table next to her, and there was nowhere else she could go. “Can you answer my question, please?”


Her vision tunneled. The room was dark, and the base was mostly dark, and she could see nothing but him and his intense gaze, waiting for her answer.


Yes. The answer is yes.


Lie. You have to lie. You have to. He cannot know.


She barely understood herself how she was feeling these days. Things had changed so much between them, and she didn’t want to admit it. If she couldn’t admit it to herself, how the hell could she admit it to Ezra?


But she waited too long, and she saw the exact moment it was too long. Saw the muscles of his face constrict briefly in pain.


He looked away. Turned away.


Started to walk away.


“I would never ask you for anything,” he said, his voice even softer. “I just wanted to know. I thought I felt… It doesn’t matter. I’m sorry I asked. That was selfish of me.”


No. She couldn’t do this to him. Especially not on his birthday, which had been ruined so many times over. Her hand shot out to grab his, and he stopped.


“Ezra,” she said. He looked up, and after a brief hesitation, came back to her. She ran her thumb over the back of his hand, and he stepped closer to her once more. His skin was warm beneath her fingers. She’d never held his hand before, skin to skin like this.


“Yes,” she said. He smiled at her.


“Okay,” he whispered. “I just wanted to know. That’s all.”


He started to pull away, true to his word, but she didn’t let him go. Instead, she tugged gently on his hand, encouraging him to stay with her, to give her a second chance. Because what had she been thinking?


His chest slowly rose and fell as he took a deep breath, his gaze caught on hers. This time, she wasn’t going to look away. And she could tell, from the look in his eyes, from his stance, his posture, that he wasn’t, either. But he wasn’t quite taking that final step, crossing that final line. The kind thing would be for her to be the one to do it. He’d liked her for all these years, and doubtless he’d fantasized about the moment she returned his feelings and kissed him, or he kissed her. She could tell he wanted to do it. She could feel his intent and desire, the air around them charged and electric. Even in the dim light she saw his face was flushed same as hers. They hadn’t drunk that much, just enough to warm their cheeks. He had to feel the heat between them, the spark of tension begging to be resolved. 


Sabine intertwined their fingers together, forced herself to relax a little, and gave him a smile. She wasn’t in any hurry, just letting the moment play out the way it would, knowing that now, its ending was absolutely inevitable. Ezra returned the smile again, his just as soft, and he moved closer, crowding her back against the wall even more so that her breath caught with his proximity. Her heart pounded, and her whole body felt hot and full of need.


Sabine reached up and put her arms around his neck. “Do you have another wish?” she asked.


Ezra had barely started to laugh, barely gotten his hands on her waist, when she pulled herself toward him and kissed him. His fingers tightened on her waist, digging in and tugging her hips to his as he kissed her back. She was surprised to realize that his lips were so…soft…for someone who lived a rough life of war. He tasted faintly of the sharp, cheap alcohol still, his breath sweetened by the mixer in the drink. Sabine moved her hands down to grip the shoulders of his jacket, directing the kiss, and he let her, following her lead. His hands slid around to her lower back to hold her, pressing her flush against him, and she released her hold on his jacket so she could slide her hands along his back. Now she could feel his muscles move tantalizingly beneath her palms every time he shifted, and already she felt like she was hooked on his taste and the feel of him – not to mention the sound of him, too. He was quiet except for little gasps of air here and there, and the quietest of sighs into her mouth. They were sounds she had never heard from him, not that she would have ever had the opportunity to hear them in the past or coax them from him.


Sabine sagged back against the wall, allowing Ezra’s weight to hold her to it. One of his hands moved from her waist to thread up through her hair, and she wrapped her arms around his neck and held tight.


Then, in one of the boldest moves she’d ever seen from him in all the years she’d known him, without taking his lips from hers, he bent slightly, picked her up, and set her on top of the table next to them. Ezra stepped between her legs, and she pushed herself toward him, arms still around his neck and fingers gliding through his hair. His hands went back to her waist again, clenching, and they spasmed when she hooked her legs around his and pulled him even closer, bringing their bodies so tightly together, it bordered on uncomfortable – especially for him. He reacted with a short moan that she was surprised to hear him make, and he moved his hands to cup her face.


“Sabine,” he whispered as he kissed her, his voice tight and rough, close to being wrecked with desperation and need. “I want…I want this.”


She didn’t know how to reply – he was getting what he wanted, wasn’t he? – so she let the comment pass. She dragged her nails along his scalp and curled her fingers into his short hair, earning her a brief shudder from him – he liked it. Kissing him again, feeling her lips swollen from his, she whispered,


“Happy Birthday, Ezra Bridger.”


---


When they returned to the Ghost, the crew had left a couple wrapped presents for Ezra plus a note with a sentence from each of them.


Happy Birthday. I’m proud of you. – Kanan


Happy Birthday, Ezra. Hope it’s wonderful. – Hera


Glad you’ve been gone all day. Best birthday present you could’ve given your long-suffering roommate. – Z


You made it around the sun again. Congratulations. – Chopper


You had a birthday? – AP-5


Sabine smiled and set the note back on the table. “You can open your gifts in the morning.”


Ezra took her hands in his own. “I think my best gift is right here.”


She turned her head away, embarrassed, but smiled all the same. They headed toward the crew cabins, and at her door, they lingered awkwardly.


“That was probably the best birthday I’ve had,” Ezra said. “Though I don’t think I ever got to try your cake…”


Sabine shrugged. “Maybe next year.”


Ezra smiled. “I’ll hold you to that.” Then he hesitated, maybe thinking about kissing her again, but instead, squeezed her hand. “Goodnight, Sabine,” he murmured, and walked away, only letting go of her hand at the very last minute, when he had to. Sabine watched until he disappeared inside his cabin before turning into her own. Then she gathered up her night clothes and everything she needed to get ready for bed, and she tried not to think.


However, fifteen minutes later as she was crawling into bed, not thinking was not possible.
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Ezra found her the next afternoon, doing inventory of the Rebellion’s heavy explosives. They’d just gotten a big shipment in, and going through all of it was like opening presents on Lifeday for Sabine.


Plus, it was mindless work that took her mind off kissing Ezra last night, and it kept her out of sight.


Of course, he found her anyway.


“Hey,” he said quietly as he walked up, when she was deep in a review of thermal detonators. Out of her peripheral vision, she could see he had his hand on the back of his neck, his typical gesture for nervousness. She didn’t speak, finalizing the count in her mind, and he let her be. After she tapped the number into her datapad, he spoke again. “So…last night was nice.”


Sabine did not want to have this conversation. She’d known it was inevitable, but she’d hoped, hoped, they could put it off for longer. As long as possible. Possibly forever. It was nice, but… She wasn’t ready for this conversation. Really, really wasn’t. However, she’d known in the back of her mind that Ezra would want to have it, probably right away.


“Yeah, it was,” she replied, and chose to deliberately misunderstand. “We should get out more. Party more. Certainly drink more,” she muttered as she looked back at the datapad. She quickly deducted a healthy number of detonators, taking them out of inventory for herself.


“I didn’t mean the party.”


She knew he didn’t mean the party.


“Although that was nice, too,” he hurriedly added, always afraid he was going to offend. “Thank you for that – ”


“You already thanked me a million times, Ezra,” Sabine interrupted with a smile. She still wasn’t looking at him, though, not wanting to see the expression on his face. “It was my pleasure. I had fun doing it for you.”


“Hard to imagine you having fun doing something that doesn’t involve blowing something up.”


Sabine shrugged. “It happens, however rarely.”


Ezra didn’t speak again for another handful of heartbeats. Sabine’s heart pounded, wondering what he was going to say next. “Need any help?” he asked.


“Sure.” She pointed to a crate to their left. “I’m doing that one next.”


Ezra crouched down next to it, unlatched the lid, and started sifting through the contents. For a few minutes, they worked in – sort of – comfortable silence.


“I meant the kiss,” Ezra said into it, just when Sabine was relaxing and foolishly thinking he’d drop it. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to think about it; she’d fallen asleep thinking about it, she’d awoken thinking about it, she’d showered thinking about it, she’d inventoried thinking about it. It was just that she didn’t want to talk about it, make a big deal about it. She certainly didn’t want to address how it changed things between them, and how they were going to move forward from it.


“Yeah,” Sabine agreed quietly. “That was nice.”


Ezra stood from the crate and turned to her. Now, she had no choice but to face him. Clutching the datapad to her chest as if it were an extension of her armor, Sabine looked up at him. His face was completely neutral.


“Can we talk about this, please?” he asked in an unsure voice that was clearly striving for calm. “I thought about it all night, this morning…”


Sabine nodded. “Me, too,” she admitted, her throat tightening up. She was afraid to say anything more, afraid to lead the conversation down any one path.


“I just thought, um.” He looked down and rubbed at a smudge on a crate with his thumb. “I mean, I wondered…”


He could be wondering any number of things right now. Again, Sabine held her silence, even though this had to be incredibly difficult (and awkward, and painful) for him. Truthfully, she really didn’t know what she wanted, either, so it was easier to just let him talk and figure it out.


Too long of a stretch of silence later, Ezra breathed out a sigh and dropped his fidgeting hand. “Never mind,” he said. His voice was quiet, almost…defeated. He looked back up at her, and Sabine winced at the expression on his face. “I’ll see you around.”


“See you,” she said before she could stop herself. Gripping the datapad even harder, she watched him walk away, hating herself more and more with every step he took away from her.


---


This time, Sabine sought him out. It was a good three hours after they’d last talked – “talked” – and Sabine had needed every one of those minutes to think. This was all so far outside of her realm, and she wasn’t really that comfortable with any of it.


He was inventorying, too – busywork that he hated – sitting in a chair next to crates of food packets with a datapad balanced on one knee. He must’ve asked for the work, probably to keep his own mind off things. His mind off her. Taking a deep breath, Sabine approached him.


“Hey,” she said. “Working hard or hardly working?”


It was a horrible opener, a cheap joke she’d heard a long time ago and had punched someone in the face for. She winced to hear it come out of her own mouth. Ezra, however, didn’t react, other than to continue sorting and making notes on the datapad.


“Working. What do you need?” he asked coolly.


“Right. Well, I won’t take up too much of your time. Can we talk?”


His shoulders slumped ever so slightly. “About what, Sabine?” His voice carried a touch of tiredness, telling her he was still hurt from her stinging rejection, one she hadn’t even meant to give. She just hadn’t been ready to talk – she needed things done on her own terms – and she’d locked up and not known how to reply or respond. But she was here now, she knew what to say (sort of) and what she wanted, so she was just going to boldly walk into it like she did with every situation (minus the bad opener).


“I’m sorry about earlier,” she said. “It wasn’t a rejection. I just felt ambushed.”


“I can understand that.”


“I know that’s not what you were doing. I mean, I expected you to do it. I just hadn’t had enough time to think.”


“Okay.”


That was the easy part. Now she had to get to the difficult part, the one that made her heart thud. Things were going to change now, after this. Maybe she’d scared him off, hurt him too deeply for him to come back around. Maybe her apology was okay, but things were forever changed between them, even if they tried to pretend the kiss never happened. But…


Sabine, I want…I want this.


That voice…his tone…how badly he wanted it…


If they did move forward with a relationship, that would be the most difficult, for a whole host of reasons.


Or would it?


“You said you were thinking something,” she said. “Wondering something.”


He was in control of the conversation now, to move it ahead or keep it right where it was.


“It’s not important,” he replied, and she found herself stung by his response – which only confirmed for her what it was that she wanted, too. She did want to move things forward. That was why she had kissed him back.


Ezra continued going through the crate and noting numbers on his datapad. He hadn’t stopped since she’d walked up. “It’s not a big deal,” he continued. “Just forget about it. I know you don’t like people making a big deal out of things.”


He knew her too well. Far too well. Maybe – just maybe – that was why this relationship could work. If they could both just get there. Get over what was hanging them both up and get to a place where they could start trying.


“I think it is important,” Sabine said evenly, attempting to reassure him.


Finally, his movements stopped, and he crossed his arms over his abdomen and hunched forward. He hadn’t yet made eye contact with her this whole time.


“I just wondered,” he said, “if you wanted to change things. If the kiss meant anything, I guess.”


“Yes. It did.”


“So do you?” He still spoke to the ground. She had never seen him more unsure, so lacking in confidence. “Want to change things?”


“Maybe if you talk to me like the man I know you are, instead of proposing a relationship to the duracrete.”


Ezra looked up at her then, and he had a slight smile on his face. His body unfolded, and he stood, the datapad on his knee clattering away to the ground as he drew himself up to his full height. Yes, she realized, he had absolutely transformed before her eyes. So, so much.


And she liked it very, very much.


But she had also made him suffer enough, and she wasn’t – for now, at least – going to put him through any more. He reached out to her, and she took his hand and let him pull her close. He leaned down, and she started to stretch up to him, but hesitated.


“Just…let’s try to keep things private, okay?” she asked. “We don’t need to broadcast this to the entire Rebellion. I’m a pretty private person.”


“Yeah, sure, no problem,” he said. “Whatever you want.”


“You’d better get used to saying that.”


He smiled again, and she let him kiss her briefly. Just as he was about to do it again, whistles erupted from behind her.


“Yeah!” shouted one of the Pathfinders from the party. “Woo! Get it, Bridger!”


Sabine pulled away, scowled, and punched Ezra in the shoulder as if he’d been responsible for it. By the time she turned around, the Pathfinders were gone, though she could still hear them guffawing to themselves.


“Well,” Ezra said as he peered out from behind the stacks of crates, “I suppose they’ll do the telling for us.”


“On the bright side,” Sabine added as a thought occurred to her, “we could always team up for pranks if we’re going to be a couple.”


“You’d actually team up with me for pranks? On a regular basis?”


Sabine retreated deeper to the cover of the crates and crossed her arms. “Oh, I wouldn’t say a regular basis. No need to change things that much.”


Ezra likewise crossed his arms. “So I can still prank you.”


She raised her eyebrows. “On the contrary. That would be very unwise.”


“And why so?”


“Because women – especially Mandalorian women – hold all the power in relationships. You prank me and I don’t like it, you don’t get kissed.” She deliberately swept her eyes up and down him. “Or anything else.”


He didn’t take the bait, but he did redden a bit. “I see. You know I was on my own half my life before you guys found me, right? A few more days won’t kill me. I can take care of myself.”


Sabine didn’t think he meant it the way it came across, but she couldn’t help but latch onto his words. “Lightsaber practice?” she asked innocently.


Ezra groaned. “Oh, for Force’s… No, that’s not what I meant.” Still, it flustered him enough that he turned away and gestured to the crates. “Look, I still have to finish my shift. I’ve got all this crap to inventory. Where the hell is my datapad?” Sabine nudged it over to him with the toe of her boot, and he scooped it up. “Thank you.” He sat down hard in his chair and looked up at her with a scowl. “Don’t you have someplace else to be?”


“Plenty of other places,” she said. “Happy to go, since you’ve gotten so salty. I don’t need your mood. Mother always told me never to date younger men. Of course, my dad is younger, but that’s a control thing.”


Ezra growled this time and started stabbing his finger at the datapad. “Is this what it’s going to be like?” he asked, staring at the device. “You’re worse if we date?”


“Oh, absolutely,” Sabine said, and then motioned up and down her body. “You wanted this for three years. Now you’ve got it. You deal with the consequences.”


He looked up at her with somewhat of an unsure expression, like he really was not all that sure of what he’d gotten himself into. “Regarding the withholding…”


“You know, I have work to do around here, too,” Sabine said, turning on her heel. But Ezra had always been fast, and he shot up from the chair and grabbed her wrist, pulling her back to him. Again, his boldness surprised her, but she didn’t object. Their location was pretty private, all things considered, and she vowed to figure out how those two nosy Pathfinders had found them out. When Sabine spun around again, she was, once more, back in his arms. She smiled and put her hands tentatively on his shoulders. She’d never had a real, actual boyfriend before – a couple flings at the Academy, of course – but an official relationship was not something she’d been through. And Ezra Bridger was the exact last person she expected it to be with.


Or, that would’ve been her thought years ago. Now, though, it actually seemed quite natural, and while she was still really hesitant about the idea, she found herself warming up to it more and more – and actually even enjoying it.


On some planets, it was customary to give others presents on your birthday. Sabine usually thought that was a stupid idea, but as Ezra tightened his arms around her and kissed her again, she thought they’d each given each other a pretty good one for his birthday, and that even though it wasn’t hers, it had been the best birthday she’d ever experienced.
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